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WATEELOO. 

k  SEQUEL  TO 

"THE   CONSOEIPT   OP   1813." 

CHAPTER  I. 

I  never  saAV  anything  so  joyful  as  the  return  of 
Louis  XVIII.,  in  1814.  It  was  in  the  spring,  when 
the  hedges,  the  gardens,  and  the  orchards  are  in  blossom. 
People  had  suffered  so  much  misery  for  years  and  years 
■ — they  had  so  many  times  feared  being  taken  by  the 
conscription,  and  never  coming  back  again — they  were 
so  tired  of  all  those  battles,  and  all  that  glory,  of  those 
captured  cannon,  and  the  singing  of  Te  Deum  for 
victories,  that  the  universal  wish  was  to  live  in  peace, 
to  enjoy  repose,  and  try  to  acquire  a  little  property 
and  to  bring  up  a  family  honestly  by  work  and  good 
conduct. 

Yes,  everybody  was  glad,  except  the  old  soldiers  and 
the  fencing-masters.  I  remember  that  on  the  3rd  of 
May,  when  the  order  came  to  hoist  the  white  flag  on 
the  church,  the  whole  town  was  in  a  tremble  because 
of  the  soldiers  of  the  garrison,  and  that  they  had  bcea 
obliged  to  give  six  louis  to  Nicholas  Passauf,  the  tiler, 
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for  undertaking  this  courageous  action.  One  could  see 
hhn  from  all  the  streets,  with  his  flag  of  white  silk  with 
the  fleur-de-lis  upon  it ;  and  from  all  the  windows  of  the 
two  barracks  the  marine  artillerymen  were  firing  at  him. 
Passauf  planted  the  flag  in  spite  of  them,  and  then 
hurried  down  to  hide  himself  in  the  granary  of  Trois- 
Maisons,  while  the  sailors  sought  him  through  the  town 
to  exterminate  him. 

That  is  how  these  people  behaved.  But  the  work- 
men, the  peasants,  and  the  citizens  in  a  mass,  cried, 
"  Long  live  peace  !  Down  with  the  conscription  and 
associated  rights  !"  because  every  one  was  tired  of  living 
like  the  bird  on  the  branch,  and  having  his  bones 
broken  for  affairs  that  did  not  concern  him. 

It  may  be  well  imagined  that,  amid  this  universal  joy, 
I  was  the  most  joyous  of  all ;  the  others  had  not  been 
fortunate  enough  to  get  back,  after  going  through  the 
terrible  battles  of  Weissenfels,  Liitzen,  and  Leipsic,  not 
to  speak  of  the  typhus  fever ;  for  me,  I  knew  what  glory 
was  ;  and  that  increased  my  love  of  peace  and  my  horror 
of  the  conscription. 

I  had  gone  back  to  Father  Goulden's,  and  all  my  life 
long  I  shall  remember  how  he  received  me  ;  all  my  life 
long  I  shall  hear  how  he  cried  out,  "  It's  you,  Joseph ! 
Ah,  my  dear  boy,  I  thought  we  had  lost  you !"  and  wo 
wept  as  we  embraced,  and  since  that  time  we  had  lived 
together  like  two  real  friends  ;  he  used  to  make  me 
relate  my  battles  a  thousand  times  over ;  and  then  he 
would  laugh,  and  call  me  the  old  soldier. 

Then  he  had  to  tell  me  about  the  blockade  of  Phals- 
bourg ;  how  the  enemy  had  appeared  before  the  town 
in  January,  how  the  old  soldiers  of  the  Eepublic,  left 
alone  th«re  with  a  few  sailor  gunners,  had  hastened  to 
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• 
put  up  our  cannon  on  the  ramparts;  how  the  people 
had  been  obliged  to  eat  horse  because  of  the  scarcity, 
and  break  up  the  citizens'  furnaces  to  make  bullets. 
Father  Goulden,  in  spite  of  his  sixty  years,  had  served 
at  a  gun  on  the  bastion  of  the  powder-magazine,  in  the 
direction  of  Biehelberg ;  and  I  could  picture  liim  to 
myself,  with  his  black  silk  skull-cap  and  his  spectacles, 
pointing  a  great  twenty-four-pounder ;  the  idea  made 
both  of  us  laugh,  and  helped  us  to  pass  the  time. 

We  had  fallen  once  more  into  our  old  habits  ;  I  used 
to  lay  the  table  and  make  the  stew.  I  had  also  gone 
back  to  my  little  room,  and  I  thought  of  Catharine  day 
and  night.  Only  instead  of  being  in  constant  fear  of 
the  conscription,  as  in  1613,  it  was  quite  another  thing 
now.  Men  are  neTer  quite  contented.  They  hare 
always  something  to  annoy  them.  How  many  times 
have  I  seen  this  in  the  course  of  my  life !  And  this  is 
what  disturbed  me  then : 

You  must  know  that  I  was  to  marry  Catharine  ;  we 
had  agreed  on  the  matter,  and  my  aunt  Grethel  was 
quite  willing.  Unfortunately,  the  conscripts  of  1514 
had  received  leave,  but  those  of  1813  were  still  soldiers. 
It  was  no  longer  so  dangerous  to  be  a  soldier  as  it  had 
been  under  the  Empire.  Many  of  those  who  had  retired 
to  their  villages  were  living  quietly  there  without  ever 
seeing  a  gendarme  come  near  them  ;  but  for  all  tbat,  it 
was  necessary  to  have  a  permit  before  one  could  marry. 
The  new  mayor,  Mons.  Jourdan,  would  never  have 
inscribed  mv  name  on  the  marriase  register  without 
having  this  permit ;  and  t&at's  what  troubled  me. 

Immediately  after  opening  the  gates.  Father  Goulden 
had  written  to  the  war  minister,  whose  name  was 
Dupont,  setting  forth  that  I  was  at  Phalsbourg,  still 
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somewhat  ill  in  health,  that  I  had  limped  like  a  cripple 
from  my  birth,  but  that  I  had  been  taken  all  the  same 
in  the  hurry  ;  that  I  was  a  bad  soldier  who  would  make 
an  excellent  father  of  a  family,  and  that  it  would  be 
mere  murder  to  prevent  me  from  marrying,  inasmuch 
as  there  had  never  been  a  man  worse  put  together  or 
more  full  of  physical  defects  than  I ;  that  I  should  have 
to  go  to  the  hospital,  &c,  &c. 

It  was  a  very  good  letter,  and  it  told  the  truth,  too ; 
for  the  very  idea  of  having  to  go  would  have  made 
me  ill. 

So,  from  day  to  day,  Aunt  Grethel,  Mons.  Goulden, 
Catharine,  and  I  were  waiting  for  the  minister's  reply. 
Nobody  can  imagine  how  impatient  I  felt.  When 
Brainstem  the  letter-carrier,  the  bell-ringer's  son, 
passed  by  in  the  street,  I  could  hear  him  coming  half  a 
mile  off;  it  quite  put  me  out,  and  I  could  not  do  any- 
thing but  lean  out  of  the  window.  I  watched  him  as 
he  went  into  one  house  after  another ;  and  when  he 
stayed  a  little  too  long,  I  said  to  myself,  "  What  does 
he  want  gossiping  there  all  this  time  ?  Why  can't  he 
deliver  his  letter  and  come  out  at  once  ?  He's  a  regular 
gossiping  old  woman,  this  young  Brainstem  !"  I  used 
to  be  quite  angry  with  him,  and  sometimes  I  even  went 
down  and  ran  to  meet  him,  calling  out — - 

"  Have  you  nothing  for  me  ?" 

Then  he  would  look  at  his  letters,  and  reply — "  No, 
Mr.  Joseph,  no,  I  have  nothing  for  you." 

And  then  I  would  go  back  quite  downcast,  and 
Father  Goulden,  who  had  been  watching  me,  would  cry 
out : — 

"  My  boy,  my  boy,  exercise  a  little  patience.  Why, 
bless  me,  it  will  come.    We  are  not  in  war  time  now." 


Waterloo.  13 

"But  he  might  have  answered  me  Ion  times  over, 
Mons.  Goulden." 

"  Do  you  think  he  has  nothing  but  your  affairs  to 
attend  to  ?  Ho  gets  hundreds  of  letters  of  that  kind 
every  day;  every  one  gets  his  answer  in  his  proper 
turn,  Joseph.  And  then,  everything  has  been  turned 
upside  down  lately.  Come,  come,  wo  are  not  the  only 
people  in  the  world ;  many  other  honest  lads,  who  wan  t 
to  get  married,  are  waiting  for  their  permit  to  do 
so." 

I  thought  his  reasons  very  good,  but  could  not  help 
saying  to  myself — "  Ah,  if  that  minister  knew  how 
much  pleasure  he  could  give  us  by  writing  two  words, 
I  am  sure  he  would  write  them  at  once.  How  wo  should 
bless  him — Catharine  and  I,  and  Aunt  Grethel,  and 
everybody!"  But  the  end  of  it  was,  that  we  had  to 
wait. 

It  may  well  bo  imagined  that  on  Sundays  I  had 
resumed  my  old  habit  of  going  to  Quatre  -Vents ;  and 
hose  days  I  used  to  wake  up  very  early.  I  don't  know 
what  it  was  that  woke  me.  At  first  I  used  to  fancy  I 
was  still  a  soldier,  and  used  to  feel  cold  all  over.  Then, 
when  I  opened  my  eyes,  I  looked  at  the  ceiling,  and 
remembered  that  I  was  at  Father  Goulden's,  at  i'hals- 
bourg,  in  my  own  little  room ;  that  it  was  Sunday,  and 
that  I  was  going  to  see  Catharine.  This  idea  woke  ma 
up  entirely ;  I  fancied  I  saw  Catharine  before  me, 
with  her  pretty  pink  cheeks  and  blue  eyes.  I  should 
have  liked  to  get  up  at  once,  dress,  and  set  off ;  but  the 
clock  was  striking  four,  and  the  town  gates  were  not 
yet  opened. 

I  had  to  wait,  and  this  delay  annoyed  me  greatly. 
To  keep  up  my  patience,  I  used  mentally  to  go  over  the 
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history  of  ray  engagement  to  Catharine.  I  remembered 
the  early  days,  the  fear  of  the  conscription,  the  bad 
number  I  drew,  how  the  old  gendarme  Werner  had 
called  out — "  Fit  for  service"  at  the  mayor's  ;  my  depar- 
ture, the  route,  Mayence,  the  great  Capougnerstrasse, 
the  kind  woman  who  had  prepared  me  a  foot-bath  there  ; 
and  then,  further  on,  Frankfort,  Erfurt,  where  I  re- 
ceived the  first  letter  from  home,  two  days  before  the 
battle ;  the  Russians,  the  Prussians — in  fact,  every- 
thing and  I  could  have  wept  silently,  but  the 
idea  of  Catharine  always  came  back  to  me.  Then  five 
o'clock  struck,  and  I  jumped  out  of  bed,  and  washed 
and  shaved  myself ;  and  Father  G-oulden,  still  ensconced 
behind  his  bed-curtains,  with  his  nose  pointing  upwards, 
would  say  to  me — 

"  Ah,  I  hear  you,  I  hear  you.  You've  been  turning 
and  tossing  about  for  the  last  half-hour.  Ah,  ha,  it's 
Sunday  to-day !" 

That  used  to  make  him  laugh  ;  and  I  laughed,  too,  as 
I  bade  him  good  morning,  and  then  went  down  the 
staircase  at  one  jump. 

There  were  very  few  people  in  the  streets  yet ;  but 
butcher  Sepel  used  to  call  out  to  me  each  time — 

"  Oh,  Joseph,  just  come  here  ;  I've  something  to  tell 

you!" 

But  I  did  not  even  turn  my  head  ;  and  two  minutes 
later  I  was  already  on  the  high  road  to  Quatrc  -Vents, 
beyond  the  outworks  and  the  glacis.  What  fine 
weather  it  Avas  !  what  a  beautiful  year  !  Hoav  everything 
was  growing  green  and  flourishing,  and  how  busy  the 
people  were,  trying  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  to  plant 
their  early  cabbages  and  beetroot,  to  dig  up  the  earth 
that  the  cavalry  had  trampled  down !     How  every  ono 
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was  gaining  fresh  courage,  and  hoping  in  the  goodness 
of  God  for  the  sun  and  the  rain  which  we  wanted  so 
sorely ! 

All  along  the  road,  in  the  little  gardens,  women,  old 
men,  every  one,  in  fact,  dug  and  worked,  and  i-an  to 
and  fro  with  watering-pots. 

"Ho,  Father  Thicbeau,"  cried  I;  "ho,  MotLer 
Fiirst ;  courage,  courage  !" 

"Yes,  yes,  Mons.  Joseph,  you  are  very  right,  we 
must  work  bravely ;  this  blockade  has  thrown  every- 
thing bach,  and  we  have  no  time  to  lose." 

And  the  wheelbarrows,  and  the  carts  laden  with 
bricks  and  tiles,  planks,  beams,  and  joists,  how  early 
they  were  all  rolling  towards  the  town,  to  rebuild  the 
houses,  and  repair  the  roofs  that  had  been  shattered 
by  bomb-shells  !  How  the  whips  cracked  and  the 
hammers  resounded  afar  through  the  country !  On  all 
sides  you  saw  carpenters  and  masons  around  the  dormer 
windows.  Father  Ulrich  and  his  three  lads  were  already 
on  the  roof  of  the  Panier  Fleuri,  that  had  been  woefully 
battered  by  the  cannon-balls,  putting  up  the  new  frame- 
work ;  one  could  hear  them  whistling  and  hammering 
in  cadence.  Ah,  yes,  it  was  a  busy  time ;  peace  had 
come  back !  Nobody  thought  of  wishing  for  war  then  ; 
every  one  Avished  to  repair  the  injury  that  the  war  had 
done  him,  and  understood  what  peace  at  home  is  worth  ; 
no,  no,  people  knew  that  a  saw  or  a  plane  did  better 
work  than  a  cannon  ;  every  one  knew  how  many  tears 
and  how  much  labour  it  costs  to  repair,  in  ten  years, 
the  mischief  the  bomb-shells  can  do  in  two  minutes. 

And  how  merrily  I  ran  along  then !  No  more 
marching,  no  more  counternmrching ;  I  knew  where  I 
was   going,    without  receiving   orders   from   Sergeant 
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Pinto.  And  the  larks,  too,  darting  upward  and  flutter- 
ing towards  the  sky,  how  beautifully  they  sang  !  and 
the  quails,  and  the  linnets !  Good  heavens,  one  is  only 
young  once !  And  the  beautiful  freshness  of  the 
morning,  the  good  smell  of  the  dog-roses  in  the  hedges  ; 
and  the  point  of  the  old  roof  of  Quatre -Vents,  and  the 
little  chimney  smoking  gaily.  Said  I,  "  It's  Catharine 
who  lights  the  fire  yonder,  and  she's  preparing  our 
coffee  now  ;"  and  how  I  ran  !  At  last  I  was  near  the 
village,  and  walked  i\  little  more  slowly  to  get  my 
breath,  while  I  looked  at  our  little  windows  and 
laughed  in  joyful  anticipation.  Then  the  door  opened, 
and  Mother  Grethel  appeared,  still  in  her  woollen 
petticoat,  with  a  great  broom  in  her  hand ;  she  turned 
round,  and  I  heard  her  cry  out — 

"  Here  he  is  !  here  he  is !"' 

And  almost  immediately  Catharine  came  running 
out,  looking  prettier  than  ever  in  her  little  blue  cap. 

"  Ah,  that's  well,  that's  well.     I  was  expecting  you." 

How  happy  she  looked,  and  how  I  kissed  her !  Ah, 
there's  nothing  like  youth.  I  can  see  these  things 
before  me  now.  I  seem  to  go  once  more  into  the  old 
room  with  Catharine  ;  and  Aunt  Grethel,  shouldering 
her  broom  with  a  triumphant  air,  cries  out — 

"  No  more  conscription  !  that's  all  over  !" 

Then  we  laughed  merrily,  and  they  made  me  sit 
down ;  and  while  Catharine  looked  at  me,  auntie 
resumed — 

"  Well !  that  rascally  minister  has  not  written  yet  ? 
Will  he  never  write  ?  Docs  he  take  us  for  fools  ?  The 
ether  stirred  himself  too  much,  and  this  one  doesn't 

ir  himself  enough  !     It's  very  disagreeable,  though,  to 


& 


be  always  ordered  about  like  that.     You're  no  longer  a 
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soldier,  because  you  had  been  left  for  dead  ;  it  is  we 
who  saved  you,  and  they  have  nothing  more  to  do  with 

you." 

"  Certainly,  certainly,  you  are  in  the  right,  Aunt 
Grethel,"  I  replied ;  "  but  for  all  that  we  cannot  be 
married  without  going  to  the  mayor's  ;  and  if  we  don't 
go  to  the  mayor's,  the  clergyman  won't  dare  to  marry 
us  in  church." 

Then  my  aunt  became  grave  ;  and  at  last  she  always 
said — 

"  Look  you,  Joseph  !  Those  people,  from  the  first  to 
the  last  of  them,  always  arrange  everything  for  their 
own  advantage.  Who  is  it  pays  the  gendarmes  and  the 
judges  ?  Who  is  it  pays  the  cures  ?  Who  is  that  pays 
all  of  them  ?  Why,  we ;  and  now  they  won't  even 
marry  us.  It  is  an  abominable  thing !  If  this  goes  on, 
we  will  go  to  Switzerland  and  get  married." 

These  words  sobered  us  a  little  ;  but  then  we  would 
pass  the  rest  of  the  day  laughing  and  singing. 
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CHAPTEE  n. 

Amid  all  my  great  impatience,  I  saw  something  every 
day  ;  and  these  things  come  back  to  me  now,  just  like 
a  comedy  played  at  a  fair.  I  saw  the  mayors,  deputies, 
municipal  councillors  of  the  villages,  dealers  in  corn 
and  wood,  gamekeepers  and  field  bailiffs,  all  people 
who  for  the  last  ten  years  had  been  looked  upon  as  the 
Emperor's  best  friends,  and  who  had,  moreover,  been 
dreadfully  severe  when  any  one  said  a  word  against  his 
Majesty.  I  saw  them,  in  the  exchange,  and  in  the 
market-place,  and  everywhere  else,  crying  out  against 
the  tyrant,  the  usurper,  the  Corsican  ogre.  One  would 
have  thought  that  Napoleon  had  done  them  all  manner 
of  harm,  whereas  they  and  their  families  had  always 
enjoyed  the  best  places  under  his  rule. 

I  have  often  thought,  afterwards,  that  this  is  the 
way  people  get  the  best  places  under  all  governments ; 
but,  in  spite  of  that,  I  should  be  ashamed  to  cry  out 
against  those  who  could  no  longer  answer  me,  and 
whom  I  had  flattered  a  thousand  times.  I  would  rather 
work,  and  remain  poor,  than  become  rich  by  such 
means  as  that.     But  that's  the  way  with  men ! 

It  is  right  that  I  should  mention  that  our  old  mayor 
and  three  of  our  councillors  did  not  follow  this  example. 
Mons.  Goulden  used  to  say  that  at  any  rate  these  men 
had  some  self-respect,  and  that  the  railers  were  dis- 
honourable fellows. 
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I  can  even  remember  how  one  day  the  Mayor  of 
Hacmatt,  having  come  to  get  his  watch  mended  at 
our  shop,  began  to  talk  in  such  a  way  against  the 
Emperor,  that  Mons.  Goulden  got  up  aP  of  a  sudden, 
and  said  to  him — 

"Look  here,  Mons.  Michel,  he-re  is  your  watch;  I 
will  not  work  for  you.  .  .  .  What !  what !  you,  who 
even  last  year  were  calling  him  '  the  great  man'  every- 
where— you  who  would  never  call  Bonaparte  simply 
'  The  Emperor,'  but  who  used  to  say, '  The  Emperor  and 
King,  protector  of  the  Helvetic  Confederation,'  as  if 
you  had  your  mouth  full  of  soup — you  now  cry  out 
that  he's  an  ogre,  and  you  call  Louis  XVIII.  '  Louis 
the  Wellbeloved  ?'  Come — you  ought  to  be  ashamed ! 
Do  you  take  people  for  fools,  and  think  they  can't 
remember?" 

Then  the  other  answered — 

"  It's  easy  to  see  that  you're  an  old  Jacobin." 

"  It's  no  matter  to  any  one  what  I  am,"  retorted  Mons. 
Gotilden ;  "  but  at  any  rate  I'm  not  a  toad-eater." 

He  had  become  quite  pale ;  and  at  last  he  cried  out— 

"  That's  enough,  Mons.  Michel ;  that's  enough :  a 
sneak  is  a  sneak  under  any  government." 

That  day  his  indignation  was  so  great  that  he  could 
hardly  work ;  and  every  moment  he  was  getting  up  and 
crying  out — 

"  Joseph,  if  I  had  had  a  fancy  for  the  Bourbons,  that 
set  of  rascals  would  have  disgusted  me  with  them  before 
now.  Those  are  the  kind  of  people  who  spoil  every- 
thing ;  for  they  approve  of  everything,  and  declare  that 
everything  is  charming,  and  can't  find  fault  with  any- 
thing, and  lift  up  their  hands  towards  heaven  in 
admiration  if  the  King  onlv  coughs ;  and  then  they 
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want  to  come  in  for  their  part  of  the  cake.  And  when, 
by  dint  of  being  ridiculously  nattered,  the  emperors 
and  kings  at  last  look  upon  themselves  as  gods,  and  revo- 
lutions come,  then  these  rascals  abandon  them,  and  begin 
the  same  game  with  their  successors.  In  that  way  they 
always  remain  at  th9  top,  and  honest  people  remain  in 
poverty." 

This  happened  at  the  beginning  of  May,  at  the  time 
they  were  posting  up  at  the  mayor's  the  news  that  the 
King  had  just  made  his  solemn  entry  into  Paris,  sur- 
rounded by  the  marshals  of  the  Empire,  "  that  the 
greater  part  of  the  population  had  rushed  forth  to  meet 
him,  that  old  men,  women,  and  little  children  had 
climbed  up  into  balconies  to  enjoy  a  sight  of  him,  and 
that  he  had  gone  first  to  the  church  of  Notre  Dame 
to  give  thanks  to  the  Lord,  and  not  till  afterwards  had 
he  entered  the  palace  of  the  Tuileries." 

It  was  also  posted  up  that  the  Senate  had  had  the 
honour  of  making  him  a  magnificent  speech,  saying 
that  he  must  not  be  alarmed  at  all  our  disorder,  that 
he  must  take  courage,  and  that  the  senators  would  aid 
him  in  setting  things  right.  Everybody  approved  of 
this  speech. 

But  a  little  time  afterwards  we  were  to  enjoy  a  new 
spectacle — namely,  the  return  of  the  emigrants  from 
the  heart  of  Germany,  and  from  Russia.  Some  came 
in  the  slow  stage-coaches,  others  in  simple  "  salad 
baskets,"  a  kind  of  chariot  of  wicker-work,  with  two  or 
four  wheels.  The  ladies  wore  dresses  of  great  flowered 
patterns,  and  the  men  nearly  all  wore  the  old-fashioned 
French  coat,  with  knee-breeches,  and  a  great  waistcoat 
hanging  down  over  the  thighs,  as  they  are  representee^ 
in  pictures  of  tl\a  time  of  the  Republic. 
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All  these  people  looked  proud  and  glad ;  they  were 
delighted  to  get  back  to  their  own  country. 

In  spite  of  the  old  screws  of  horses  which  dragged 
their  wretched  straw-filled  chariots,  and  in  spite  of  the 
quaint  look  of  the  peasants  they  had  to  ride  on  the  box 
before  them,  as  postillions,  I  felt  touched  at  the  sight 
of  them.  I  remembered  how  glad  I  had  been,  five 
months  before,  to  see  France  again ;  and  I  said  to 
myself,  "  Poor  people,  how  they  will  weep  when  they 
see  Paris  once  more  :  how  glad  they  will  be !" 

When  they  stopped  at  the  Red  Ox,  lately  the  hotel 
of  ambassadors,  marshals,  princes,  dukes,  and  all  those 
rich  people  who  now  no  longer  appeared,  one  could  see 
them  in  the  rooms,  combing  and  dressing  and  shaving 
themselves.  Towards  noon,  they  would  all  come  down, 
calling  and  shouting  "  Jean  !  Claude !  Germain !"  with 
an  impatient  air,  ordering  about  as  if  they  had  been 
great  personages,  and  sitting  round  the  large  tables, 
with  their  old  shabby  servants  standing  behind  them, 
napkin  on  arm ;  and  these  people  with  their  old-fashioned 
costume,  their  pleased  air  and  fine  manners,  put  a  very 
good  face  upon  matters ;  and  those  who  saw  them  said 
to  one  another — 

"  Here  are  some  Frenchmen  who  have  come  a  long 
distance.  They  were  wrong  to  go  away  as  they  did,  and 
rouse  up  Europe  against  us ;  but  there's  pardon  for 
every  sin.  May  it  go  well  with  them,  and  may  they  be 
happy,  that's  the  worst  we  wish  them  !" 

Some  of  these  emigrants  arrived  in  postchaises ;  then 
our  new  mayor,  Mons.  Jourdan,  Knight  of  St.  Louis, 
Mons.  le  Cure  Loth,  and  the  new  town-commandant, 
Mons.  Robert  de  la  Faisanderie,  in  grand  embroidered 
uniforms,  used  to  meet  them  at  the  gate.     When  the 
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postillions'  whips  were  heard  on  the  ramparts,  thej 
came  forward  with  smiling  faces,  as  if  something  very 
pleasant  were  happening  to  them  ;  and  directly  the  car- 
riage stopped  the  commandant  ran  to  open  the  door 
with  enthusiastic  cries  of  welcome.  Sometimes  also,  out 
of  respect,  they  stood  stock  still,  and  I  have  seen  these 
people  bow  to  each  other,  slowly  and  gravely,  once, 
twice,  thrice,  coming  a  little  nearer  at  each  salutation. 

Then  Father  Goulden,  behind  our  window,  woul*1 
smile  and  say — 

"  Do  you  see,  Joseph  ?  that's  the  grand  style — the 
grand  style  of  the  ancicn  regime,  the  old  state  of  things. 
By  merely  looking  out  of  our  window  we  may  learn 
fine  manners,  to  use  them  when  we  become  dukes  or 
princes." 

At  other  times  he  said — 

"  Those  old  fellows,  Joseph,  fired  at  us  at  the  lines  of 
Wissembourg  ;  they  were  gallant  cavaliers,  and  fought 
well,  as  all  Frenchmen  fight ;  but  we  turned  them  out 
for  alii  hut!" 

Then  he  winked  his  eyes,  and  sat  down  to  work 
again  in  quite  a  good  humour. 

But  then  came  the  report  from  the  helpers  and  ser- 
vants at  the  Ecd  Ox  that  these  people  did  not  scruple 
to  assert  among  themselves  "that  they  had  conquered 
us  at  last;  that  they  were  our  masters;  that  King 
Louis  XVJJI.  had  been  reigning  over  since  Louis  XVII., 
the  son  of  Louis  XVI. ;  that  we  were  rebels,  and  that 
they  had  come  to  put  us  in  our  places  !"  Then  Father 
Goulden  said  to  me  with  a  dissatisfied  air 

"Things  are  going  badly,  Joseph.  Do  you  know 
what  all  these  people  will  do  in  Paris  ?  They  will  de- 
mand  back  their  fishponds,  their  forests  and   parks 
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their  chateaux,  their  pensions,  to  say  nothing  of  good 
offices  and  honours  and  distinctions  of  all  kinds.  You 
think  their  dress  and  their  wigs  very  antiquated.  Well, 
their  ideas  are  more  antiquated  even  than  their  dreel 
and  their  wigs.  Those  people  are  more  dangerous  for 
us  than  the  Russians  and  Austrians — for  the  Russians 
and  Austrians  will  go  away,  and  these  will  remain. 
They  will  come  and  destroy  what  we  have  been  five- 
and-twenty  years  in  effecting.  You  see  how  proud  they 
are  !  Many  of  them  have  been  living  in  great  poverty 
beyond  the  Rhine,  but  they  consider  themselves  of  a 
different  race  to  us — a  superior  race  ;  they  think  the 
people  are  always  ready  to  bo  shorn,  as  they  were 
before  1789.  They  say  that  Louis  XVIII.  has  good 
sense;  so  much  the  better  for  him.  If  he  is  so  unfor- 
tunate as  to  listen  to  these  people,  if  they  even  think  he 
can  be  got  to  listen  to  their  advice,  everything  is  lost. 
It  will  be  a  war  against  the  nation.  The  people  have 
been  thinking  for  twenty-five  years ;  they  know  their 
rights,  and  know  that  one  man  is  as  good  as  another, 
and  that  talk  about  noble  races  is  all  nonsense  ;  every 
one  wants  to  keep  his  field,  each  one  wants  equality  of 
rights,  and  all  will  defend  themselves  to  the  death." 

That  is  what  Father  Groulden  said  to  me ;  and  as  my 
permit  did  not  come,  I  thought  that  perhaps  the 
minister  had  not  time  to  answer  me,  because  of  having 
all  these  counts  and  viscounts  and  dukes  and  marquises 
on  his  hands,  who  were  demanding  back  their  forests, 
their  fishponds,  and  their  fine  offices.  I  felt  indignant, 
and  cried  out — 

"  What  a  wretched  state  of  things  !  So  soon  as  one 
misfortune  is  over  another  begins,  and  it  is  always 
peaceable  people  who  suffer  for  the  faults  of  others. 
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Good  Lord,  deliver  us  from  the  nobles,  old  and  new ! 
May  they  receive  every  blessing,  but  may  they  leave  us 
in  peace !" 

One  morning  Aunt  Grethel  came  to  aee  us  ;  it  was  a 
Friday,  a  market-day.  She  had  her  great  basket  on 
her  arm,  and  looked  cheerful.  I  looked  at  the  door, 
thinking  that  Catharine  would  come  in  behind  her,  and 
I  said — 

"Ah,  good  morning,  Aunt  Grethel.  Of  course 
Catharine  is  in  town,  and  is  coming  ?" 

"  No,  Joseph,  no  ;  she  is  at  Quatre -Vents,''  answered 
my  aunt.  "We  are  up  to  our  ears  in  work,  sowing 
seed." 

As  I  looked  disappointed,  and  was  secretly  annoyed 
because  I  had  been  rejoicing  beforehand,  my  aunt  put 
down  her  basket  on  the  table,  and  lifting  up  the  cloth 
from  it,  said — 

"  Look,  there  is  something  for  you,  Joseph — some- 
thing from  Catharine." 

I  looked,  and  saw  a  great  nosegay  of  little  may-roses 
with  violets,  and  three  great  sprigs  of  lilac  round  it, 
with  their  leaves.  I  was  pleased  at  the  sight,  and 
laughed  and  said — 

"  That  smells  good." 

And  Father  Goulden,  who  had  turned  round, 
laughed  too. 

"  Tou  see  they  are  always  thinking  of  you,  Joseph," 
he  said. 

And  then  we  all  laughed  together. 

This  had  quite  set  me  up  again  I  embraced  Aunt 
Grethel,  and  said — 

"  You  can  take  that  to  Catharine  from  me." 

And  then  I  went  and  put  the  bouquet  in  a  vase  at 
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the  side  of  the  window,  near  my  bed.  I  smelt  it,  think- 
ing how  Catharine  had  gone  out  very  early  in  the 
morning  to  gather  these  violets,  and  the  roses  with  the 
fresh  dew  upon  them,  and  how  she  had  arranged  them, 
with  the  lilac  around  them,  and  they  appeared  more 
fragrant  to  me  than  ever,  so  that  I  could  not  leave  off 
looking  at  them !  At  last  I  went  out,  saying  to 
myself — 

"  I  shall  be  able  to  smell  them  all  night ;  to-morrow 
morning  I  shall  put  them  in  fresh  water ;  the  day  after 
to-morrow  will  be  Sunday,  and  then  I  shall  see  Catha- 
rine, and  give  her  a  kiss  to  thank  her." 

So  I  went  back  into  the  room  where  Aunt  Grethel 
was  chatting  with  Father  Goulden  about  the  markets, 
the  price  of  seed,  and  similar  matters,  both  of  them 
looking  cheerful  enough.  My  aunt  had  put  her  basket 
on  the  ground,  and  she  said  to  me — 

"  Well,  Joseph,  the  permit  has  not  come  yet." 

"No,  not  yet ;  it's  a  terrible  thing." 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  "  these  ministers  are  all  one  as 
bad  as  another.  This  place  must  be  filled  by  mer, 
picked  out  for  their  laziness  and  worthlessness." 

Then  she  added — 

"  But  make  yourself  easy ;  I  have  an  idea  now  which 
will  change  all  that." 

She  laughed.  And  seeing  that  Mons.  Goulden  and 
I  Avere  listening  attentively,  she  went  on  to  say— 

"  Just  now,  when  I  was  in  the  covered  market,  the 
town- sergeant,  Harmentier,  announced  that  a  great 
mass  was  to  be  performed  for  the  repose  of  the  nouls  of 
Louis  XVI.,  Pichegru,  Moreau,  and  one  other." 

"Yes,  George  Cadoudal,"  said  Mons.  Goulden 
roughly ;  "  I  read  it  in  the  Gazette  last  evening." 
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"  Just  so — of  Cadoudal,"  assented  my  aunt.  "  Well, 
do  you  see,  Joseph,  when  I  heard  this  announcement, 
I  thought  directly :  this  time  we  shall  get  the  permit. 
There  are  to  be  processions — penitential  processions ; 
we  will  all  go  together — Catharine,  Joseph,  and  I ;  we 
shall  be  among  the  first,  and  everybody  will  say — 
'  Those  are  good  royalists — well-disposed  people.' 
Mons.  le  Cure  will  get  to  hear  of  it;  and  now  the 
cures  have  arms  that  can  reach  as  far  as  those  of 
colonels  and  generals  used  to  do ;  we  shall  go  to  see 
him ;  he  will  receive  us  well,  and  will  even  draw  up  a 
petition  for  us,  and  I  tell  you  that  it  will  do — that  it 
cannot  fail !" 

Aunt  Grethel  explained  all  these  things  to  us  in  a 
low  voice,  with  uplifted  finger,  and  apparently  very 
well  pleased  with  her  own  acuteness.  I  was  pleased 
too,  and  I  thought — "  She  is  right,  that  is  what  ought 
to  be  done ;  this  Aunt  Grethel  is  a  woman  of  very 
good  common  sense."  But  then,  as  I  looked  at  Father 
Goulden,  I  saw  that  he  had  become  very  grave,  and 
had  even  turned  away,  and  seemed  to  be  examining  a 
watch  through  his  magnifying-glass,  knitting  his  great 
white  eyebrows  the  while.  I  could  tell  by  his  face,  at 
a  glance,  when  a  thing  displeased  him ;  and  I  said — - 

"  See  here,  Aunt  Grethel,  I  think  that  this  might  do ; 
but  before  undertaking  anything,  I  should  like  to  hear 
what  Mons.  Goulden  thinks  of  it." 

Then  he  turned  round,  and  said — - 

"Every  one  is  free,  Joseph — every  one  should  act 
according  to  his  own  conscience.  To  hold  a  service  in 
expiation  of  the  death  of  Louis  XVI. — good !  honest 
men  of  all  parties  have  nothing  to  say  against  its  being 
done,  by  the  royalists  of  course,  for  any  one  who  kneels 
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down  from  self-interest  had  better  have  stayed  at  home. 
So  I  pass  over  Louis  XVI.  But  as  to  Pichegru, 
Moreau,  and  Cadoudal,  it's  a  different  thing.  Pichegru 
wanted  to  surrender  his  army  to  the  enemy,  Moreau 
fought  against  France,  and  George  Cadoudal  is  an 
assassin — three  ambitious  men,  who  only  wanted  to 
reduce  us  to  servitude,  and  each  one  of  whom  deserved 
his  fate.     That's  what  I  think." 

"But,  good  heavens  !"  cried  Aunt  Grethel,  "what  is 
all  that  to  us  ?  We  don't  go  there  for  their  sakes,  we 
go  to  get  the  permit.  I  don't  care  a  straw  for  the  rest, 
nor  does  Joseph.     Do  you,  Joseph  ?" 

I  felt  very  much  embarrassed,  for  what  Mons. 
Goulden  had  just  said  appeared  to  me  very  reasonable. 
Seeing  that,  he  said — 

"I  can  quite  understand  the  affection  of  young 
people ;  but,  Mother  Grethel,  one  ought  never  to  induce 
a  young  man  by  such  means  to  sacrifice  what  appears 
to  him  honourable.  If  Joseph  does  not  hold  my  views 
concerning  Pichegru,  Cadoudal,  and  Moreau,  let  him 
go  to  the  procession,  it  is  quite  right ;  I  shall  never 
think  of  reproaching  him  on  the  matter.  But,  for  my 
part,  I  shall  not  go." 

"  Nor  shall  I  go  either,"  I  struck  in."  "  I  think  with 
Mons.  Goulden." 

I  saw  that  Aunt  Grethel  was  getting  angry,  for  she 
turned  quite  red ;  but  she  calmed  herself  almost  directly, 
and  said — 

"  Well,  Catharine  and  I  will  go,  because  we  laugh  at 
nil  these  antiquated  ideas." 

Father  Goulden  could  not  help  smiling  at  her  angry 
vehemence ;  he  said — 

"  Yes,  everybody  is  free — do  just  as  you  like." 
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Then  my  aunt  took  up  her  basket  to  go,  and,  laugh- 
ing  at  him,  made  me  a  sign  to  accompany  her. 

I  put  on  my  overcoat  in  a  hurry,  and  overtook  my 
aunt  at  the  corner  of  the  street. 

"  Listen,  Joseph,"  she  said,  as  we  trudged  on  towards 
the  great  square  ;  "  this  Father  Goulden  is  a  good  man, 
but  he's  an  old  idiot.  From  the  earliest  times  when  I 
first  knew  him,  he  has  never  been  satisfied  with  any- 
thing. He  dares  not  say  so,  but  his  one  idea  is  always 
the  Republic ;  he  thinks  of  nothing  but  his  old  Re- 
public, wheu  everybody  was  a  sovereign — beggars, 
charcoal-burners,  cobblers,  Jews  and  Christians  alike. 
There's  no  common  sense  in  that.  And  after  all,  what 
is  one  to  do  ?  If  he  were  not  so  good  a  man,  I  would 
not  restrain  myself  so  much  before  him  ;  only  we  must 
remember  that  but  for  him  you  would  never  have 
learnt  a  good  trade,  that  he  has  done  us  much  good,  and 
that  we  are  bound  to  respect  him.  That's  whv  I 
made  haste  to  get  away,  for  I  might  have  lost  my 
temper." 

"You  did  very  right,"  said  I.  "I  love  Moiis. 
Goulden  like  a  father,  and  you  as  if  you  were  my  own 
mother ;  nothing  could  grieve  me  more  than  to  see  you 
two  quarrel." 

"  I  quarrel  with  such  a  good  man  as  that !"  exclaimed 
Aunt  Grethel.  "  JSTo,  no!  I  would  rather  jump  out  of 
.vindow.  But  you  must  not  listen  to  everything  he 
says,  Joseph;  for  I  maintain,  for  my  part,  that  this 
procession  is  a  very  good  thing  for  us,  that  Mens,  le 
Cure  will  got  us  the  permit ;  and  that's  the  chief  thin" 
after  all.  Catharine  and  I  will  go.  For  you,  as  Mons. 
Goulden  stays  at  home,  you  shall  stay  there  too,  but  I 
am   6ure  that  three-fourths  of  the  town   and  of  the 
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neighbourhood  will  como ;  and  whether  it  is  for  Moreau, 
for  Picheyru,  for  Cadoudal,  or  for  any  one  else,  you 
•will  see  that  it  will  ho  very  lino." 

"I'm  suroof  that,"  said  I. 

Wo  had  arrived  at  tho  German  Gato;  then  I  cin- 
liraeed  my  aunt  onco  more,  and  went  homo  very  well 
pleased. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

1  remember  this  visit  of  Aunt  Grethel's  so  welt, 
because  a  week  afterwards  began  the  processions,  the 
expiations,  and  the  preachings,  which  never  left  off 
until  the  return  of  the  Emperor  in  1815,  and  which 
were  then  resumed,  and  lasted  until  the  departure  of 
Charles  X.  in  1830.  All  who  remember  those  days 
know  that  there  was  no  end  of  it.  And  again,  when- 
ever I  think  of  Napoleon,  I  hear  the  cannon  of  the 
arsenal  sounding  in  the  morning,  and  making  our  little 
window-panes  rattle ;  and  then  Father  Goulden  calls 
to  me  from  his  bed — "  Another  victory,  Joseph  !  Ah  ! 
ah !  always  victories !"  And  when  I  think  of  Louis 
XVIII.,  I  hear  the  bells  ringing  ;  I  can  fancy  Father 
Brainstem  and  his  two  great  lads  hanging  on  to  all 
the  bell-ropes  of  the  church,  and  Mons.  Goulden  says 
to  me  with  a  laugh — "  There,  Joseph,  that's  for  Saint 
Magloire  or  Saint  Polycarp." 

I  can  never  recall  these  times  in  any  other  way. 
Under  the  Empire,  I  also  see,  at  nightfall,  Father 
Coiffe,  Nicholas  Eolfo,  and  five  or  six  other  veterans 
loading  their  cannon  to  fire  the  twenty-one  rounds, 
while  half  Phalsbourg,  stationed  on  the  bastion  oppo- 
site, watched  the  red  flash,  the  smoke,  and  the  wads 
flying  into  the  ditches ;  then  in  the  evening  the  illu- 
minations, the  crackers,  the  sqiiibs,  and  children  sL  out- 
ing "Vive  l'Emporcur  !"  and  then  a  few  days  later,  the 
certificates  of  death,  and  a  conscription. 
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TJnder  Louis  XVIII.  I  see  wayside  altars  set  up  and 
peasants  coming  with  carts  full  of  moss,  broom,  and 
Uttle  fir-treeb,  ladies  coming  out  of  the  houses  with  great 
vases  of  flowers,  people  lending  their  candlesticks  and 
crucifixes — and  then  the  processions — Mons.  le  Cure 
and  his  vicars  ;  the  choir  children,  Jacob  Cloutier,  Purr- 
hus,  and  Tribou,  singing ;  the  beadle  Koeldi  in  his  red 
robes  with  his  banner  held  up  towards  the  sky;  the 
bells  ringing  full  peals  ;  Mons.  Jourdan,  the  new  mayor, 
with  his  fat  red  face,  his  fine  uniform,  and  his  cross  of 
St.  Louis  ;  the  new  town  commandant,  Mons.  Robert 
de  la  Faisanderie,  with  his  three-cornered  hat  under  his 
arm,  his  great  wig  powdered  as  if  with  hoar  frost,  and 
his  embroidery  glittering  in  the  sun  ;  and  behind  him 
the  municipal  council,  and  innumerable  tapers,  which 
they  used  to  light  by  one  another  when  the  wind  blew  ; 
then  the  Swiss  Jean  Pierre  Sirou,  with  his  black-blue 
beard  well  shaven,  his  magnificent  hat  set  square  across 
his  shoulders,  his  la,rge  white  silk  baldric,  embroidered 
with  fleurs-de-lis,  across  his  breast,  and  his  halbert  held 
upright  shining  in  the  air  like  a  silver  disc  ;  then  young 
girls,  ladies,  and  thousands  of  country  people  in  their 
Sunday  clothes,  praying  all  together.  The  old  women  at 
the  head  of  every  village  community,  repeating  inces- 
santly, "Bete  fur  uns — bete  fur  uns!"*  in  a  loud  voice  ; 
the  streets  strewn  with  leaves,  and  garlands  and  white 
flags  in  the  windows  ;  the  Jews  and  Lutherans  standing 
behind  their  Venetian  shutters,  in  the  upper  stories, 
looking  down  from  their  shady  position,  while  the  sun 
lit  up  the  beautiful  sight  !  Yes,  that  lasted  from  1814 
till  1830,  except  duringthe  HundredDays,  to  say  nothing 
of  missions,  the  visitations  of  the  bishops,  and  othei 
*  Pray  for  us — pray  for  us. 
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extraordinary  ceremonies.  I  may  as  well  tell  you  about 
this  at  once,  for  to  describe  every  procession  as  it  occurred 
would  take  us  too  long. 

Well,  then,  it  began  on  the  19th  of  May,  1814.  And 
the  very  day  when  Harmentier  announced  the  great 
expiation,  there  arrived  five  preachers  from  Nancy, 
young  men  who  continued  preaching  all  the  week, 
from  morning  till  midnight.  It  was  to  prepare  the  way 
for  the  expiation ;  nothing  was  talked  of  in  the  town 
but  these  priests,  and  people  were  being  converted ; 
all  the  girls  and  women  were  going  to  confession. 

A  report  was  also  spread  that  the  national  property 
would  have  to  be  given  up  ;  and  it  was  said  that  the 
procession  would  prove  who  were  rogues  and  who  were 
honest  men ;  for  the  rogues  would  not  dare  to  show 
their  faces  in  it.  You  may  imagine  how  annoyed  I  was 
at  being  obliged  to  remain,  in  some  sort  against  my 
will,  among  the  rogues.  Thank  Heaven,  I  had  nothing 
to  reproach  myself  with  as  regarded  the  death  of 
Louis  XVI.,  nor  did  I  possess  national  property ;  all 
that  I  wanted  was  the  permission  to  marry  Catharine. 
I  also  thought,  with  Aunt  Grethel,  that  Mons.  Goulden 
was  wrong  in  standing  out  obstinately  against  these 
things ;  but  I  should  never  have  dared  to  speak  to  him 
about  it.  I  was  very  uncomfortable  ;  especially  as  the 
people  who  brought  us  watches  to  repair,  respectable 
people  too,  mayors,  and  forest-keepers,  and  such-like, 
approved  of  all  this  preaching,  and  said  that  nothing 
like  it  had  ever  been  heard.  Mons.  Goulden  used  to 
listen  to  them,  and  go  on  with  his  work  without  replying; 
and  when  it  was  finished  he  would  simply  say,  "Here, 
Mons.  Christophe  or  Mons.  Nicholas,  it  comes  to  so 
and  so  much."     He  did  not  seem  to  take  any  interest 
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in  these  things ;  and  only  when  one  or  other  of  these 
people  talked  of  the  national  property,  of  the  rebellion 
of  twenty-five  years  ago,  of  expiation  for  old  crimes, 
he  would  take  off  his  spectacles,  and  raise  his  head  to 
listen ;  and  then  he  would  say,  with  a  look  of  surprise — 

"  Ah,  bah — ah,  bah  !  What,  is  it  as  fine  as  all  that, 
Mons.  Claude  ?  Just  look  at  that — you  astonish  me — 
and  do  these  young  preachers  talk  so  well  ?  Ah,  if  work 
were  not  so  pressing,  I  should  go  and  hear  them  too 

.  .         I  should  also  want  to  be  enlightened." 

I  still  thought  he  would  change  his  mind  about  the 
procession  for  Louis  XVI- ;  and  the  evening  before, 
while  we  were  finishing  our  supper,  I  felt  much  pleased 
when  he  said  to  me  all  at  once,  in  a  good-humoured  way — - 

"  Well,  Joseph,  don't  you  feel  curious  to  hear  the 
preachers  ?  So  many  fine  things  are  said  about  them, 
that  I  should  really  like  to  know  the  truth  of  it." 

"  Oh,  Mons.  Goulden,"  I  ansAvered,  "  I  should  like 
it  of  all  things ;  but  there's  no  time  to  be  lost,  for  the 
church  is  always  full  at  the  second  bell." 

"  Well,  then,  let  us  go,"  said  he  :  and  he  got  up  and 
took  down  his  hat.  "Yes,  I  am  curious  to  see  that 
.  .         Those  young  men  astonish  me.     Let  us  go." 

We  went  out  accordingly.  The  moon  shone  so  bright 
outside,  that  one  could  recognise  people  as  if  it  had  been 
broad  day.  At  the  corner  by  Fouquet's,  one  could 
alrearl  y  see  the  steps  of  the  church  covered  with  people. 
Two  or  three  old  women,  Annette  Petit,  Dame  Balaie, 
and  Jeannette  Baltzer,  hurried  by  us,  with  their  shawls 
tightly  fastened,  and  their  broad-bordered  caps  over 
their  eyes. 

"  Ah,  ha,"  said  Mons.  Goulden,  "  thei*e  go  the  old 
ladies ;  they're  always  the  same  !" 
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He  laughein,  and  said  that  since  Father  Colin's  time 
he  had  not  seen  so  many  people  at  evening  service.  I 
conld  not  believe  that  he  referred  to  the  old  innkeeper 
at  the  Three  Eoses,  opposite  the  infantry  barracks ;  and 
I  said  to  him — 

"  Was  he  a  priest,  Mons.  Goulden  ?" 

"  No,  no,"  he  answered,  smiling,  "  I  am  talking  of  old 
Colin.  In  1792,  when  we  had  the  club  at  the  church, 
anybody  might  preach ;  but  it  was  old  Colin  who  spoke 
best.  He  had  a  superb  voice,  and  he  said  things  that 
were  strong  and  just ;  folks  came  from  Saverne,  from 
Sarrebourg,  and  from  farther  still,  to  hear  him ;  the 
ladies  and  the  young  misses — citizens  they  used  to  call 
them  then — filled  the  choir,  the  galleries,  and  the 
benches ;  they  wore  little  cockades  in  their  caps,  and 
used  to  sing  the  Marseillaise  to  excite  the  youths.  You 
have  never  seen  anything  like  it.  Look,  Annette  Petit, 
Dame  Baltzer,  and  all  those  whom  you  see  trotting  on 
before  us  with  their  prayer-books  in  their  hands,  were 
among  the  foremost ;  but  they  had  hair  and  teeth  then — ■ 
they  loved  liberty,  equality,  and  fraternity.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
poor  Bevel,  poor  Annette  now  they  are  going  to 

repent.  They  were  very  good  patriots,  though,  and  I 
think  the  Lord  will  pardon  them  !" 

He  laughed  at  the  recollection  of  these  old  stories. 
But  on  the  steps  of  the  church  he  became  grave,  and 
eaid — 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  everything  changes  !  I  remember  that 
on  the  day  when  Colin  spoke  of  the  country's  being 
in  danger,  in  '93,  three  hundred  young  men  of  the 
neighbourhood  started  to  join  Hoche's  army ;  he  fol- 
lowed them,  and  became  their  commander ;  a  terrible 
man  he  was,  in  the  midst  of  his  grenadiers.     He  re- 
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fused  to  sign  the  requisition  to  make  Bonaparte 
Emperor.  Now  lie  pours  out  glasses  of  liquor,  over  a 
counter." 

Then  looking  at  me  as  if  astonished  at  his  own 
thoughts,  he  added — "  Let  us  go  in,  Joseph  !" 

"We  entered,  passing  under  the  great  pillars  of  the 
organ.  "We  were  crowded  close  to  each  other.  He  said 
nothing.  Some  lights  were  burning  at  the  end  of  the 
choir,  over  the  heads  of  the  congregation.  The  open- 
ing and  shutting  of  the  doors  alone  broke  the  silence. 
This  lasted  for  about  ten  minutes.  More  and  more 
people  kept  coming  in  behind  us.  At  last  Sirou's  hal- 
bert  was  heard  to  clash  on  the  pavement,  and  Mons. 
G-oulden  said  to  me —  "  Here  he  comes  !" 

A  light,  over  the  holy  water  vessel,  shed  a  few  rays 
over  us.  At  the  same  time  a  shadow  was  seen  mounting 
into  the  pulpit  on  the  left,  and  Koekli's  long  pole  lighted 
up  two  or  three  tapers  around  it.  The  preacher  might 
have  been  twenty-five  or  thirty  years  old ;  he  had  a 
good-looking,  rosy  face  ;  and  thick  fair  hair,  below  his 
tonsure,  fell  in  curls  on  his  neck. 

The  service  began  with  the  singing  of  a  canticle— 
the  young  ladies  of  the  place  sang  in  the  choir.  The 
words  were :  "  What  happiness  to  be  a  Christian !" 
After  that  the  preacher  told  us  from  the  pulpit  that  he 
came  to  defend  faith,  religion,  and  the  divine  right  of 
Louis  XVIII.,  and  asked  if  any  one  would  have  the 
audacity  to  maintain  the  contrary  opinion.  But  no  one 
cared  to  be  stoned,  and  all  maintained  silence.  But 
presently  a  tall,  thin  man,  seated  on  a  bench  opposite, 
a  fellow  six  feet  high,  swarthy,  and  clad  in  a  black 
capote,  got  up  and  called  out — 

"  I  do ! — I  do  !     I  maintain  that  faith,  religion,  the 
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right  of  kings,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  aro  mere  super- 
stitions. I  maintain  that  the  Republic  is  just,  and  that 
the  worship  of  reason  is  worth  more  than  all  of  them  !" 

And  so  he  went  on.  The  people  were  indignant ; 
nothing  like  this  had  ever  been  seen.  When  he  had 
finished  speaking,  I  looked  at  Mons.  G-oulden.  He  was 
laughing  quietly  to  himself,  and  said  to  me— 

"  Listen  !— Hsten  !" 

Of  course  I  listened.  The  young  preacher  prayed  to 
God  for  this  unbeliever ;  and  then  he  began  to  speak 
so  finely,  that  the  crowd  were  in  ecstasies.  The  tall, 
thin  man  retorted  that  it  had  been  well  done  to  guillo- 
tine Louis  XVI.,  Marie  Antoinette,  and  all  the  family  ] 
— whereupon  the  general  indignation  became  greater 
than  ever,  till  at  last  the  Baraquins  of  Bois-de-Chenes, 
and  still  more  their  wives,  wanted  to  rush  to  his  bench 
and  tear  him  to  pieces.  But  then  Sirou  came  up,  calling 
out — "  Make  room  ! — make  room  !" 

And  then  old  Koekli,  in  his  red  robe,  came  and  stood 
before  the  man,  who  took  refuge  in  the  sacristy,  lifting 
up  his  hands  and  crying  out  that  he  was  converted, 
that  he  renounced  Satan,  his  pomps  and  all  his  works. 
The  preacher  then  offered  up  a  prayer  for  the  soul  of 
this  sinner ;  it  was  a  real  triumph  for  religion. 

Towards  eleven  o'clock  every  one  went  away ;  and  it 
was  announced  that  on  the  next  day,  which  was  a  Sun- 
day, the  procession  would  take  place. 

Because  of  the  great  crowd,  which  had  always  pushed 
us  back  into  a  corner,  Mons.  Goulden  and  I  had  been 
the  last  to  come  out ;  when  we  got  out  at  length,  the 
peasants  of  Quatre -Vents,  of  Baraques,  of  St.  Jean 
des  Choux,  and  of  Bigelberg  were  already  gone  away 
through  the  German  Gate.     Everywhere  the  shutters 
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of  the  townspeople  were  heard  closing,  and  some  old 
women  went  away  through  the  street  of*  the  Arsenal, 
chatting  among  themselves  about  these  wonderful 
things. 

Father  G-oulden  and  I  walked  home  through  the 
silence  of  the  night ;  he  said  nothing,  but  walked  with 
Iiis  head  bent  and  a  smile  on  his  face.  And  so  we  came 
back  to  our  own  room. 

I  lit  the  candle,  and,  while  he  was  undressing,  I  said 
to  him — 

"  Well,  Mons.  Goulden,  don't  you  think  they  speak 
finely?" 

"  Tes,  certainly,  Joseph,  yes,"  he  answered,  smiling ; 
"  for  young  people  who  have  seen  nothing,  it's  not  bad." 

Then  he  burst  out  laughing,  and  said — 

"  But  if  old  Colin  had  played  the  Jacobin's  part,  I 
can't  help  thinking  he  would  have  puzzled  that  young 
man  terribly." 

I  was  astonished  to  hear  this.  I  waited  to  hear 
what  Mons.  G-oulden  would  say  next.  Then  he  drew 
down  his  black  silk  cap  over  his  ears,  and  said  with  a 
thoughtful  air— 

"  It's  all  very  well — all  very  well ;  but  these  people 
are  going  too  fast — a  great  deal  too  fast !  No  one  will 
make  me  believe  that  Louis  XVIII.  knows  of  all  this ; 
no,  he  has  seen  too  many  things  in  his  life  not  to  know 
men  better  than  that.  Well,  good  night,  Joseph — 
good  night !  Let  us  hope  that  an  order  may  soon  come 
from  Paris  to  send  back  these  young  men  to  their 
seminaries — good  night !" 

I  went  into  my  room,  and  after  I  got  into  bed  I 
dreamt  a  long  time  of  Catharine,  of  the  Jacobin  in 
the  church,  and  of  the  procession  I  was  to  see  next  day. 
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CHAPTER  IV- 

In  the  morning,  the  bells  began  to  ring  at  dawn.  1 
rose,  opened  my  shutters,  and  saw  the  red  sun  rising 
behind  the  powder-magazine,  above  the  forest  of 
Bonne-Fontaine.  It  might  be  about  five  o'clock ;  one 
could  already  judge  how  hot  it  was  going  to  be ;  and 
the  air  was  full  of  the  scent  of  oak,  and  beech,  and 
holly  leaves  that  had  been  scattered  in  the  streets. 
Groups  of  peasants  were  already  arriving,  and  one 
heard  them  chatting  amid  the  silence.  All  the  different 
villages,  Wechem,  Metting,  Graufthal,  Rosenheim, 
could  be  known  by  their  three-cornered  hats,  slouched 
down  in  front,  their  square-cut  coats ;  the  women  in 
long  black  dresses,  and  great  pointed  caps  spread  out 
over  their  necks ;  those  of  Dagsberg,  Hildehouse, 
Harberg,  and  Houpe  could  be  recognised  by  their  great 
round  felts  ;  the  women,  with  their  short  hair  and  petti- 
coats, were  little,  dark,  slender,  and  quick  as  gunpowder. 
The  children  followed,  carrying  their  shoes  in  their 
bands  ;  but  they  all  sat  down  in  a  row  on  the  stakes  of 
Luterspech,  and  put  on  their  shoes  to  walk  in  the 
procession. 

Some  cures  also  came  in  parties  of  threes  and  fours, 
walking  behind  their  villagers,  chatting  and  laughing 
together  gaily  enough. 

For  me,  I  rested  my   elbow  on  the  window,  and 
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looked  at  all  this,  and  thought  how  these  people  must 
have  set  out  before  midnight  to  get  hero  so  early  in  the 
morning  ;  how  they  must  have  crossed  their  mountains, 
walking  for  hours  under  the  trees,  and  crossing  the 
little  bridges  in  the  moonlight.  I  thought  that  religion 
was  certainly  a  fine  thing ; — the  townspeople  cared 
nothing  for  it ;  but  these  thousands  of  toilers  in  the 
fields,  these  woodcutters  and  labourers,  rude  people,  but 
good  people  for  all  that,  who  loved  their  wives  and 
children,  who  honoured  the  old  age  of  their  parents, 
and  succoured  them,  and  closed  their  eyes  reverently  in 
the  hope  of  a  better  life  hereafter  —  that  for  these 
religion  was  the  one  consolation  on  earth. 

And,  looking  at  the  crowd,  which  was  still  passing 
by,  I  fancied  that  Aunt  G-rethel  and  Catharine  must 
think  as  I  did ;  and  I  was  happy  in  the  thought  that 
they  would  pray  for  me. 

The  sun  rose  higher,  the  bells  began  to  ring,  and  I 
still  leant  there,  listening.  I  also  heard  Mons.  G-oulden 
getting  up  and  dressing ;  a  few  minutes  afterwards  he 
came  into  my  room  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  and  seeing  me 
look  thoughtful  he  cried  out — 

"  Joseph,  the  finest  thing  one  can  see  in  this  world 
is  the  religion  of  the  people !" 

And  as  I  stood  astonished  to  hear  him  put  my 
thoughts  into  words,  he  added — 

"  Tes,  the  love  of  God,  the  love  of  one's  country,  and 
the  love  of  one's  family  are  all  of  the  same  kind.  But 
what  makes  one  sad  sometimes  is  to  see  men's  love  of 
their  country  abused  to  satisfy  the  ambition  of  one 
man,  and  their  love  towards  God  led  astray  to  gratify 
the  pride  and  the  spirit  of  domination  of  u  small 
faction." 
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I  was  struck  by  these  words ;  I  Lave  remembered 
tliem  ever  since,  and  have  often  thought  that  they  were 
the  sad  truth. 

But  to  come  back  to  that  important  day :  you  must 
know  that  since  the  blockade  we  had  been  working  on 
Sundays  also,  because  Mons.  Goulden,  while  serving 
oo.  the  ramparts,  had  neglected  his  work,  and  we  were 
in  arrear.  So  that  day,  as  usual,  I  lit  the  fire  in  our 
little  stove,  and  prepared  our  breakfast.  The  windows 
were  open,  and  we  could  hear  a  great  noise  outside. 

Father  Goulden,  leaning  o\it  of  one  of  the  windows, 
said — 

"  Look,  all  the  shops  are  shut,  except  the  inns  and 
wineshops." 

He  laughed,  and  I  said  to  him — ■ 

"  Shall  we  open  our  shop  front,  Mons.  Goulden  ?  It 
might  do  us  a  good  deal  of  harm." 

He  turned  round,  and  looked  surprised. 

"  Look  here,  Joseph,"  he  said,  "  I  have  never  known 
a  better  lad  than  you ;  but  you  want  strength  of 
character.  Why  should  we  close  our  shop  front  ?  If 
we  were  to  close  it  from  self-interest,  if  we  pretended 
to  be  piotis  that  we  might  gain  new  customers,  we 
should  be  hypocrites.  You  sometimes  talk  without 
thinking." 

I  saw  at  once  that  I  had  been  wrong,  and  I  an- 
swered— 

"  Mons.  Goulden,  let  us  have  our  shop  front  open, 
and  people  will  see  that  we  sell  watches  ;  that  will  not 
do  any  one  harm." 

"We  had  hardly  sat  down  to  table,  when  Aunt  Grethel 
and  Catharine  arrived.  Catharine  was  dressed  all  in 
black,  because  of  the  service  for  Louis  XVI. ;  '  *&  wore 
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a  little  cap  of  black  net,  and  her  dress  fitted  lier  very 
neatly;  and  that  made  her  complexion  look  so  fair, 
that  I  could  hardly  believe  she  was  the  betrothed  of 
Joseph  Bertha  ;  her  neck  was  as  white  as  snow,  and  if 
it  had  not  been  for  her  little  chin,  and  her  blue  eyes, 
and  fair  hair,  I  should  have  thought  it  was  some  one 
else ;  some  one  like  her,  but  still  prettier.  She  smiled 
when  she  saw  my  look  of  especial  admiration.  At  last 
I  said — 

"  Catharine,  you  are  too  beautiful  now ;  I  dare  not 
kiss  you." 

"  Oh !"  she  said,  "  there  is  no  reason  why  you  should 
not." 

And  as  she  bent  over  me  I  gave  her  a  long  kiss,  s<5 
that  Mons.  Goulden  and  Aunt  Grethel  looked  at  each 
other  and  laughed,  and  I  wished  them  a  long  way  off, 
that  I  might  tell  Catharine  that  I  loved  her  more  than 
ever,  and  would  give  my  life  for  her  a  thousand  times  ; 
out  it  would  not  have  done  to  tell  her  so  before  them.  I 
thought  it,  though,  and  it  made  me  feel  quite  tender. 

My  aunt  had  on  a  black  dress  too,  and  carried  her 
prayer-book  under  her  arm. 

"  Come  and  kiss  me  too,  Joseph,"  she  said.  "  You 
see  I  have  my  black  dress  on,  the  same  as  Catharine." 

I  embraced  her ;  and  Father  Goulden  said — 

"  You  must  come  and  dine  with  us — of  course,  that's 
understood — but  you  must  take  something  in  the  mean- 
time." 

"  We  have  had  our  breakfast,"  replied  my  aunt. 

"  Never  mind  that.  Heaven  knows  when  this  pro- 
cession -will  be  over — you  will  be  on  your  feet  a  long 
time  ;  you  must  have  something  to  keep  you  up." 

So  they  sat  down,  my  aunt  on  my  Tight,  Catharine 
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on  my  left,  and  Mons.  Goulden  opposite.  We  drank 
a  good  glass  of  wine,  and  aunt  said  that  the  procession 
would  be  magnificent,  that  at  least  twenty-five  cures  of 
the  district  would  bo  present — that  Mons.  le  Cure 
Hubert  of  Quatre -Vents  had  also  come — that  the  great 
temporary  altar  erected  in  the  cavalry  quarters  was 
higher  than  the  roofs — that  the  fir-trees  and  poplars 
round  it  were  hung  with  crape,  and  that  the  altar 
itself  was  covered  with  a  black  cloth. 

She  told  us  all  these  particulars,  while  I  looked  at 
Catharine,  and  we  both  were  silently  thinking  :  "  Good 
heavens !  when  shall  we  be  allowed  to  marry  ?  when 
will  this  rascally  minister  find  time  to  write  and  say, 
'  Marry,  and  leave  me  alone  ?'  " 

At  last,  towards  nine  o'clock,  the  second  bell  having 
begun  to  ring,  we  had  to  prepare  for  a  start ;  then  my 
aunt  said — 

"It's  the  second  bell — well,  we  shall  come  back  to 
dinner  as  soon  as  we  can," 

"  Very  well,  Mother  Grethel,"  answered  Mons.  Goul- 
den,  "  we  shall  look  out  for  you." 

Then  they  rose.  I  went  down  with  Catharine  to  the 
foot  of  the  stairs  to  give  her  one  more  kiss.  Mother 
Grethel  cried  out — 

"  We  must  make  haste !  We  must  make  haste  !" 
They  went  out  together,  and  I  went  upstairs  again 
to  sit  down  to  my  work.  But  from  that  time  till 
nearly  eleven  o'clock,  I  could  do  nothing.  The  crowd 
of  people  was  so  great,  that  nothing  was  heard  outside 
but  one  great  murmur,  the  rustling  of  footsteps  over 
leaves ;  and  when  the  procession  came  out  of  the  church, 
the  effect  was  so  grand,  that  Mons.  Goulden  himself  left 
off  working  to  listen  to  the  hymns  and  prayers. 
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For  my  part  I  fancied  Catharine  in  that  multitude 
more  beautiful  than  any  one  there,  and  Aunt  Grethel 
beside  her,  repeating  in  her  clear  voice,  "  Bete  fur  uns ! 
Bete  fur  uns !"  I  pictured  them  to  myself  very  tired, 
and  all  these  voices  and  these  hymns  set  me  thinking  ; 
I  had  a  watch  before  me,  and  tried  to  work ;  but  my 
thoughts  were  elsewhere.  The  higher  the  sun  mounted, 
the  more  restless  I  became;  till  all  at  once  Mons. 
Goulden  said  to  me,  laughing — 

"  Well,  Joseph,  it  seems  not  to  go  well  to-day." 

And,  as  I  turned  quite  red,  he  added — - 

"  Yes,  in  the  days  when  I  used  to  think  of  Louise 
Benedurn,  it  was  no  use  my  looking  at  springs  and 
wheels ;  for  I  saw  nothing  but  her  blue  eyes  before 
me." 

He  sighed  ;  and  I  began  to  sigh  too,  thinking,  "  Yes, 
you're  very  right,  Mons.  Goulden,  you're  very  right." 

"  That  will  do,  Joseph,"  he  said  a  moment  afterwards ; 
and  he  took  the  watch  out  of  my  hands.  "  Go,  my 
boy,  try  and  find  Catharine — a  man  cannot  conquer  his 
love  ;  it's  stronger  than  he." 

When  I  heard  him  say  those  words,  I  could  have 
cried  out — "  Oh,  you  good  man — oh,  you  just  man — 
you  will  never  know  how  much  I  love  you."  But  he  had 
got  up  to  wipe  his  hands  on  the  towel  behind  the 
door,  and  I  merely  said  to  him — 

"  If  you  really  wish  it,  Mons.  Goulden-  — — " 

"Yes,  yes — really." 

I  waited  to  hear  no  more.  My  heart  was  leaping 
with  joy.  I  put  on  my  hat,  and  descended  the  stairs 
it  a  bound,  crying — 

"  I'll  be  back  in  an  hour,  Mons.  Goulden." 

And  then  I  was  in  the  street.     But  what  a  crowd 
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of  people ! — it  was  like  an  ant-hill ;  three-cornered  hats, 
round  felts,  and  caps ;  and  over  all,  the  church  bells 
were  pealing  slowly. 

For  more  than  a  minute  I  stood  on  our  steps,  look- 
ing round,  not  knowing  which  way  to  turn;  and  see- 
ing at  last  that  it  was  impossible  to  advance  a  step 
in  that  crowd,  I  turned  into  Lanche-lane  to  get  to 
the  ramparts,  intending  to  wait  for  the  passing  of  the 
procession  on  the  slope  by  the  German  Grate ;  for  it 
was  then  coming  up  College-street.  It  was  about 
eleven  o'clock.  On  that  day  I  was  to  see  many 
things  which  set  me  thinking  several  times  afterwards ; 
they  were  omens  of  great  misfortunes,  and  nobody  saw 
them,  nobody  had  sense  enough  to  understand  their 
meaning.  It  was  only  later,  when  everybody  was  in 
misery  up  to  the  neck,  when  we  had  to  take  up  knap- 
sack and  gun  again,  to  be  cut  to  pieces ;  it  was  then 
only  that  every  one  said  to  himself,  "  Ah,  if  there  had 
only  been  common  sense  ! — ah,  if  there  had  only  been 
justice ! — if  there  had  only  been  prudence  ! — we  were 
ro  well  off! — we  should  be  at  home  now,  instead  of 
having  all  this  confusion  beginning  again.  What  was 
there  to  be  done  ?— nothing — Ave  had  only  to  remain 
quiet,  and  that  could  not  be  very  difficult."  How  un- 
fortunate ! 

So  I  went  up  Lanche-lane,  where  the  deserters  used 
to  be  shot,  under  the  Empire.  The  noise  became  more 
distant,  with  the  hymns,  and  the  prayers,  and  the 
sound  of  bells.  All  the  doors  and  windows  were  closed  • 
every  one  had  gone  after  the  procession.  Amid  this 
great  silence,  I  stopped  for  a  few  moments  in  the  shade 
to  get  breath ;  a  fresh  light  breeze  was  blowing  across 
the  fields,  over  the  ramparts.     I  listened  to  the  tumult 
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in  tLe  distance,  and  as  I  wiped  the  perspiration  from 
my  face,  I  thought  to  myself — 

"  Where  shall  I  find  Catharine  now  ?" 
I  was  going  to   start  again,  and   climb   the  stair- 
case of   the    postern,   when  I  heard   some   one    call 
out — 

"  Margaret,  won't  you  mark  the  points?" 
And  then  for  the  first  time  I  noticed  that  Father 
Colin's  windows  on  the  first  floor  were  open,  and  that 
some  people  were  playing  billiards  in  their  shirt-sleeves. 
They  were  old  soldiers'  faces,  with  short  hair  and  stiff 
moustaches.  They  were  going  to  and  fro,  shouting 
round  the  billiard-table,  regardless  alike  of  Louis  XVI. 
and  the  mayor,  the  commandant  and  the  townspeople. 
One  of  them,  short  and  thickset,  with  his  whiskers  curled 
like  pistol-barrels,  after  the  hussar  fashion,  with  hia 
cravat  untied,  was  even  leaning  out,  with  his  billiard- 
cue  resting  against  the  window,  and  looked  towards 
the  square,  crying  out — 

"  We'll  have  another  game,  of  fifty  up  !" 
It  immediately  came  into  my  mind  that  these  must 
be  officers  on  half-pay,  who  were  thus  spending  their 
last  farthing,  and  would  soon  bo  hard  put  to  it  to  live, 
I  had  set  off  again,  and  was  hurrying  along  under  the 
arch  of  the  powder-magazine  behind  the  college,  thinking 
of  these  things  ;  but  when  once  we  were  on  the  slope  of 
the  German  G-ate,  all  was  forgotten  ;  the  procession  was 
coming  round  Bockholtz  corner,  and  the  hymns  sounded 
like  trumpet- tones  in  front  of  the  altar;  the  young 
priests  of  Nancy  were  running  about  among  the  crowd, 
holding  the  cross  aloft  to  keep  order ;  the  Swiss  Sirou 
marched  majestically  under  his  banner ;  in  front,  all 
the  priests  and   the  choir  children  were  singing,  and 
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their  prayers  rose  to  heaven ;  behind,  the  choir  answered, 
and  made  a  dull  and  terrible  nmrniur. 

Standing  on  tiptoe,  half-hidden  by  a  shed,  I  thought 
of  nothing  but  Catharine,  and  wanted  to  discover  her  in 
the  midst  of  this  multitude ;  but  what  a  number  of  flags, 
three-cornered  hats  and  caps  defiling  down  the  Ulrich 
street !  No  one  would  ever  have  imagined  that  there 
were  so  many  people  in  our  country ;  indeed,  not  a  soul 
can  have  remained  behind  in  the  villages,  except  the 
little  children,  and  some  old  women  to  take  care  of 
them. 

This  went  on  for  at  least  twenty  minutes,  and  I  had 
given  up  all  hope  of  seeing  Catharine,  when  all  of  a 
sudden  I  caught  sight  of  her  with  Aunt  Grethel.  Aunt 
was  praying  in  such  a  clear  voice  that  one  heard  her 
above  all  the  rest.  Catharine  said  nothing,  but  walked 
forward  with  little  steps,  her  eyes  cast  down.  Ah,  if  I 
could  have  called  to  her,  perhaps  she  would  have  heard 
me ;  but  it  was  enough  not  to  have  taken  part  in  the 
procession,  without  causing  a  scandal.  All  that  I  can 
say,  and  not  an  old  man  in  Phalsbourg  will  maintain 
the  contrary,  is  that  Catharine  Avas  not  the  least  pretty 
of  the  country  girls,  and  that  Joseph  Bertha  was  a  man 
to  be  envied. 

She  had  passed  by  a  minute  or  tAVO,  Avhen  the  procession 
halted  on  the  Place  d' Amies  befoie  the  great  temporary 
altar  in  front  of  the  church.  Mons.  le  Cure  officiated, 
and  silence  fell  upon  the  whole  toAvn.  In  the  little 
lanes,  to  the  right  and  left,  all  A\rere  as  quiet  as  if  they 
could  have  seen  the  priest  at  the  altar ;  very  many 
knelt  down,  and  others  rested  on  the  steps  of  the  houses, 
for  the  heat  was  excessive,  and  a  great  number  of  people 
had  set  out  befoi'e  daybreak,     This   spectacle  moved 
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me ;  and  I  prayed  for  my  native  country,  for  peace,  for 
all  who  were  dear  to  me ;  and  I  remember  how  at  that 
very  moment  some  voices  were  heard,  at  the  base  of  the 
slope  of  the  German  Gate,  saying,  in  a  good-humoured 
way — 

"  Come — come — a  little  room,  my  friends  !" 
The  procession  was  blocking  up  the  way,  so  that  the 
travellers  found  themselves  stopped  by  it;  and  these 
voices  somewhat  disturbed  the  devotion  of  the  multitude. 
Some  people  in  front  of  the  gate  made  room ;  the  Swiss 
and  the  beadle  looked  to  see  what  it  was  ;  I  myself  had 
out  of  curiosity  come  near  to  the  balustrade  by  the  shed. 
Then  five  or  six  soldiers,  quite  white  with  dust,  with 
bent  backs  and  a  look  of  utter  exhaustion,  came  creep- 
ing towards  the  slope  to  get  to  the  lane  of  the  arsenal, 
where,  no  doubt,  they  hoped  to  find  the  passage  free. 
I  fancy  I  can  see  them  now,  with  their  worn-out  boots, 
their  white  gaiters,  the  old  patched  uniforms,  and  the 
heavy  shakes,  all  discoloured  by  rain  and  sun,  and  by 
the  wear  and  tear  of  the  campaign ;  they  came  on  in 
single  file,  walking  on  the  edge  of  the  grass,  on  the 
slope,  to  inconvenience  the  people  as  little  as  possible 
who  were  seated  below.  An  old  soldier  who  marched 
past  first,  with  three  stripes  on  his  arm,  made  me  feel 
sad,  for  he  was  like  my  poor  Sergeant  Pinto,  who  was 
killed  at  the  Hinterthor,  at  Leipsic ;  he  had  just  such 
long  gi'izzled  moustaches  and  hollow  cheeks,  and  the 
same  good-humoured  air,  in  spite  of  all  suffering  and 
hardship  ;  he  smiled  as  he  carried  his  little  bundle  at 
the  end  of  his  stick,  and  kept  repeating,  in  a  low  tone, 
"  Excuse  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  excuse  me."  The 
others  followed  close  at  his  heels. 

These  were  the  first  prisoners  given  up  to  us  by  tkg 
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convention  of  the  23rd  of  April ;  after  that  we  saw  some 
go  by  every  day,  till  the  month  of  July.  These  had  no 
doubt  travelled  by  forced  marches,  to  get  to  Trance  the 
sooner. 

When  they  came  to  the  end  of  the  lane  they  saw  that 
the  crowd  extended  very  far  in  the  direction  of  the 
arsenal.  To  avoid  incommoding  the  people  further, 
they  went  into  the  recess  of  the  postern,  and  sat  down 
upon  the  damp  step,  with  their  little  bundles  on  the 
ground  beside  them,  waiting  for  the  departure  of  the 
procession ;  they  had  come  from  a  long  distance,  and 
hardly  knew  what  was  going  on  among  us. 

Unfortunately,  the  Baraquins  of  Bois-de-Chenes,  to 
wit,  big  Horni,  Zapheri  Koller,  Nicholas  Cochart  the 
woolcomber,  Pinacle  the  pedlar,  who  had  been  made 
mayor  as  a  reward  for  having  shown  the  way  to  Falberg 
and  Graufthal  to  the  allies  during  the  blockade — all  these 
vagabonds,  and  some  others  who  wanted  the  fleur-de-lis 
— as  if  the  fleur-de-lis  would  have  made  them  better — un- 
fortunately, I  say,  all  this  bad  lot,  who  lived  on  faggots 
ntolen  in  the  woods,  saw  these  men  who  had  marched  from 
afar,  the  old  tricolour  cockade  on  their  shakos  ;  and  each 
of  them  thought,  "  Here's  an  opportunity  to  show  that 
we  are  the  real  supporters  of  the  throne  and  the  altar  !" 

So  up  they  came,  elbowing  everybody,  Pinacle,  his 
neck  in  a  great  black  cravat,  with  a  crape  weeper  on 
his  hat  a  yard  long,  and  his  shirt-collar  half-an-inck 
above  his  ears,  looking  as  grave  as  a  bandit  who  wants 
to  appear  honest — this  Pinacle  came  first.  The  old 
soldier  with  the  three  stripes,  noticing  these  people 
threatening  them  from  afar,  had  got  up  to  see  what  was 
the  meaning  of  it. 

"  Come,  come,"  he  said,  "  don't  be  in  such  a  hurry ; 
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we  are  not  in  the  habit  of  running  away.     Come,  what 
is  it  you  want  with  us  ?" 

But  Pinacle  would  not  for  anything  have  lost  such  a 
grand  opportunity  of  showing  his  zeal  for  Louis  XVIII., 
so,  instead  of  answering  him  civilly,  he  knocked  off  the 
old  soldier's  hat  with  a  great  cuff,  crying — 
Down  with  the  cockade !" 

Of  course  the  veteran  was  indignant,  and  wanted  to 
defend  himself ;  but  the  Baraquins  came  up  in  crowds, 
men  and  women ;  they  flung  themselves  on  the  soldiers, 
threw  them  down,  tore  off  their  cockades  and  epau- 
lettes, and  trampled  them  under  foot  without  shame  or 
pity.  The  poor  old  man  struggled  to  his  feet  several 
times,  crying  in  a  voice  that  might  have  pierced  your 
heart — 

"  Ah,  you  set  of  cowards !  Call  yourselves  French- 
men !     Ah,  you  rascals !" 

And  each  time  he  said  this  he  got  more  blows.  At 
last  they  were  left  in  their  corner,  all  covered  with 
blood,  and  their  clothes  in  rags ;  and  Mons.  de  la  Faisan- 
derie,  coming  up,  declared  that  they  should  be  taken 
to  the  lock-up. 

As  for  me,  if  I  could  have  got  down,  without  thinking 
of  Catharine,  Aunt  G-rethel,  or  anything,  I  could  have 
found  it  in  my  heart  to  go  to  their  assistance,  and  the 
Baraquins  should  have  treated  me  as  they  did  them. 
When  I  think  of  it  now,  it  makes  me  tremble ;  but 
luckily  the  wall  of  the  postern  was  more  than  twenty 
feet  high  ;  and  when  I  saw  them  led  away  all  covered 
with  blood,  I  set  off  running  in  the  direction  of  the 
arsenal ;  and  I  got  back  to  our  house  so  deadly  pale 
that  Mons.  Goulden  cried  out — 

"  Joseph,  have  you  been  crushed  ?" 
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"  No,  Mons.  Goulden,  no,"  I  replied ;  "  but  I  have 
just  seen  a  terrible  sight." 

And  I  burst  out  crying  as  I  told  him  what  I  bad 
witnessed.  He  walked  up  and  down,  witb  his  hands 
clasped  behind  his  back,  stopping  from  time  to  time  to 
listen  to  me,  with  flashing  eyes  and  compressed  lips. 

"Joseph,"  he  said,  "those  soldiers  must  have  done 
something!" 

"  No,  Mons.  Goulden,"  I  replied. 

"  It's  impossible — these  men  must  have  brought  these 
things  upon  themselves.  What  the  deuce !  we're  not 
savages !  Even  the  Baraquins  must  have  had  some 
other  reason  besides  the  cockade." 

He  could  not  believe  me ;  it  was  not  until  he  had 
heard  all  the  particulars  twice  over  that  he  said  at 
last — 

"  Well,  I  believe  you.  Yes,  as  you  saw  it  with  your 
own  eyes,  I  believe  you  ;  and  it's  a  greater  misfortune 
than  you  imagine,  Joseph.  If  this  goes  on,  if  these 
good-for-nothings  are  not  properly  held  in  check,  if  the 
Pinacles  are  to  get  the  upper  hand,  the  honest  men  will 
begin  to  open  their  eyes." 

He  said  no  more ;  for  the  procession  being  over, 
Catharine  and  Aunt  Grethel  came  back. 

We  dined  together.  My  aunt  was  in  good  spirits, 
and  Catharine  too  ;  but  my  pleasure  at  seeing  them  did 
not  prevent  this  other  matter  from  weighing  on  my 
heart.     Mons.  Goulden  was  very  thoughtful. 

At  last,  when  night  came,  I  escorted  Catharine  and 
my  aunt  as  far  as  Roulette,  and  there  we  wished  each 
other  good  night.  It  might  be  eight  o'clock,  and  I  went 
back  directly.  Mons.  Goulden  had  gone  out  to  read  tha 
Gazette  at  t-he  brewery  calk;]  the  Wild  Man,  according 
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to  Iris  custom  on  Sundays.  I  went  to  bed.  Towards 
ten  o'clock  he  came  home,  and  seeing  my  candle 
still  shining  on  the  table,  he  pushed  open  the  door, 
and  said  to  me — 

"  It  seems  there  are  to  be  processions  everywhere, 
Joseph ;  the  Gazette  is  full  of  them." 

He  also  told  me  that  eighty  thousand  prisoners  were 
coming  home,  and  ihat  this  was  a  good  thing  for  the 
country. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

Next  day  we  had  to  wind  up  the  town  clocks. 
Mons.  Goulden,  who  was  growing  old,  had  entrusxed 
me  with  this  duty,  and  I  accordingly  went  out  early. 
A  high  wind  had  blown  away  the  leaves  along  the  walls 
during  the  night,  and  every  one  was  corning  to  the 
altars,  one  to  take  back  his  candles,  another  his  vases 
of  flowers.  This  sight  made  me  melancholy,  and  I 
said — 

"  Now  that  they  have  had  their  funeral  service  they 
ought  to  be  satisfied.  I  only  hope  the  permit  will 
come,  and  then  all  will  be  well ;  but  if  these  people 
think  to  satisfy  us  merely  with  hymns,  they  are  mis- 
taken. In  the  Emperor's  time  one  had  to  go  off  to 
Russia  or  to  Spain,  certainly ;  but  at  any  rate  the 
ministers  did  not  keep  young  people  in  suspense.  I 
should  like  to  know  what  is  the  good  of  peace  if  one 
is  not  to  marry  ?" 

These  thoughts  made  me  angry.  I  was  angry  with 
Louis  XVIII.,  the  Count  of  Artois,  the  emigrants,  and 
every  one,  and  I  said  to  myself — "  The  nobles  are 
laughing  at  the  people  !" 

When  I  came  home,  I  found  Mons.  Groulden  there; 
he  had  just  laid  the  cloth,  and  while  we  were  at  break, 
fast,  I  told  him  all  I  thought.  He  listened  to  1119 
with  a  smile,  and  said — 
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"  Take  care,  Joseph — take  care !  Donvt  let  yourself 
be  led  astray ;  it  seems  to  me  you're  becoming  a 
Jacobin." 

He  had  got  up  to  open  the  cupboard.  I  thought  ho 
was  going  to  take  out  a  bottle,  when  he  held  out  to  me 
a  great  sqiiare  letter  with  a  big  red  seal. 

"Look,  Joseph,"  he  said,  "here's  something  that 
Brigadier  Werner  commissioned  me  to  give  to  you." 

Then  my  heart  gave  a  great  leap,  and  I  looked  at 
the  letter  with  anxious  eyes. 

"  Come,  then,  open  it,"  said  Father  Goulden. 

I  opened  it  accordingly,  and  tried  to  read,  but  I  was 
obliged  to  take  time,  and  all  at  once  I  called  out — 

"  lions.  Goulden,  it's  the  permit !" 

"  Do  you  think  so  r"  said  he. 

"  Tes,  it's  the  permit,"  I  cried,  waving  my  hand  above 
m}  head. 

"  Ah,  that  rogue  of  a  minister ;  they're  all  rogues  !" 
said  Mens.  Goulden. 

But  I  answered — 

"  Look  here  !  I  understand  nothing  about  politics. 
Now  that  the  permit  has  come,  the  rest  does  not  con- 
cern me." 

He  laughed  out  loud  at  this,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Oh,  good  Joseph !  good  Joseph  !" 

I  saw  that  he  was  making  fun  of  me  a  little ;  but  I 
did  not  cu»e  for  that. 

"  Now  I  must  let  Catharine  and  Aunt  Grethel  know 
of  this  at  once  !"  I  cried  out  in  the  joy  of  my  heart. 
"  I  must  send  voung  Chadron  over  immediately." 

"  No ;  you  shall  go  yourself ;  that  will  be  better," 
said  this  excellent  man. 

"  And  what  about  my  work,  Mons.  Goidden  r" 
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"  Bali !  bah !  on  such  an  occasion  as  this  work  must 
be  set  aside !  Go,  my  boy,  and  make  haste !  How 
could  you  work  this  morning  ?  You  would  not  see 
dear." 

It  was  true  enough  ;  I  could  not  have  done  any- 
thing. I  got  up,  so  glad  that  I  shed  tears.  I  even 
embraced  Mons.  Goulden;  and  then,  without  waiting 
to  change  my  clothes,  I  set  off  at  a  run.  And  see  what 
joy  can  do.  I  had  already  long  passed  the  German 
Gate,  the  bridge,  the  outwork,  the  inn  of  La  Eoulette, 
and  the  posting-house,  without  noticing  one  of  them  ; 
and  it  was  not  till  I  saw  our  village  a  few  hundred 
yards  before  me,  and  our  chimney  and  our  little  win- 
dows, that  I  remembered  it  all  as  if  in  a  dream,  and 
began  to  read  the  letter  over  again,  repeating  to 
myself — "  Yes  ;  it's  true  !  it's  true  !  What  happiness  ! 
What  will  they  say  ?" 

And  so  I  came  to  our  house.  I  pushed  the  door, 
crying — 

"  Aunt  Grethel !  Aunt  Grethel !" 
Aunt  Grethel,  in  her  wooden  shoes,  was  just  sweep- 
ing out  the  kitchen,  and  Catharine  was  coming  down 
the  old  wooden  staircase  on  the  right,  with  bare  arms 
and  her  blue  handkerchief  crossed  in  front.  She  had 
been  up  to  the  garret  to  bring  down  some  chips,  and 
both  of  them,  when  they  saw  mo  and  heard  me  cry, 
"  The  permit !"  stood  as  if  paralysed.  But  I  re- 
peated, "  The  permit !"  And  then  Aunt  Grethel  waved 
her  hands,  just  as  I  had  done,  and  cried  out — 
"  Vive  le  roi !" 

Catharine  turned  quite  pale,  and  leant  against  the 
banisters.  In  an  instant  I  was  at  her  side,  and  gave 
her  such  a  kiss  that  she  burst  out  crying  on  my  shoul- 
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der,  and  I  almost  carried  her  downstairs,  while  aum, 
kept  hovering  round  us,  crying— 

"  Long  live  the  king  !     Long  live  the  minister !" 

There  was  never  anything  like  it.  Our  neighbour 
the  old  blacksmith  Rupper,  with  his  leather  apron  on 
and  his  shirt-sleeves  turned  up,  came  in  at  the  noise 
and  said — 

"  Well,  well,  neighbour,  what  is  it  ?" 

He  had  his  great  pincers  in  his  hand,  and  stared 
with  his  little  eyes  wide  open.  Then  we  became  a 
little  more  calm,  and  said — 

"  We  have  received  permission  to  marry." 

"  Ah,  so  that's  it !"  said  he.  "  I  understand  now — 
I  understand !" 

He  had  left  the  door  open,  and  five  or  six  neighbours, 
men  and  women — Anna  Schmoutz,  the  spinner ;  Chris- 
topher Wagner,  the  gamekeeper ;  Zapheri  Gross,  and 
several  others,  came  in  directly ;  the  room  was  full  of 
people.  I  read  out  the  permit  aloud.  They  all 
listened,  and  when  it  was  over,  Catharine  began  to  cry 
again,  and  my  aunt  said — 

"  This  minister,  Joseph,  is  the  best  of  men.  If  he 
were  here,  I  could  embrace  him,  and  invite  him  to  the 
wedding ;  he  should  have  the  place  of  honour,  with 
Mons.  Goulden." 

Then,  when  our  neighbours  had  gone  to  spread  the 
news,  I  began  to  make  a  new  declaration  to  Catharine, 
as  if  the  old  ones  counted  for  nothing ;  and  I  made  her 
repeat  over  and  over  again  that  she  had  never  loved 
any  one  but  me ;  and  so  we  were  touched,  and  then 
merry,  and  then  touched  again,  and  then  merry  again, 
and  so  on  till  evening.  My  aunt,  who  was  looking  to 
the  cooking,  said  aloud,  speaking  to  herself,  "  That  is 
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what  you  may  call  a  good  king."  And  then  she  said— > 
"If  my  poor  Franz  could  come  back  on  earth,  how 
happy  he  would  be  this  day !  but  one  cannot  have  every- 
thing !" 

She  also  maintained  that  the  procession  had  done  us 
good.  Catharine  and  I  did  not  answer  her ;  our  joy 
was  too  great.  We  dined,  and  had  our  afternoon  walk, 
and  our  supper,  seeing  and  hearing  nothing;  and  it 
was  nine  o'clock  when  I  perceived,  all  at  once,  that  it 
■?ras  night,  and  that  I  must  go  away.  Then  my  aunt, 
Catharine,  and  I  went  away  together.  It  was  a  fine 
moonlight  night.  They  brought  me  back  as  far  as  La 
Roulette,  and  on  the  way  we  settled  that  the  marriage 
was  to  take  place  in  a  fortnight.  In  front  of  the  farm, 
under  the  old  poplars,  aunt  embraced  me,  and  then  I 
embraced  Catharine,  and  then  I  watched  them  as  they 
mounted  the  ascent  towards  the  village.  They  turned 
round  and  waved  their  hands,  and  I  waved  mine  too. 
At  last,  when  they  were  out  of  sight,  I  betook  myself 
back  to  the  town,  where  I  arrived  at  about  ten  o'clock. 
I  struck  across  the  great  square,  and  went  into  our 
house. 

Mons.  Goulden  was  in  bed,  but  still  awake ;  he 
heard  me  open  the  door  softly.  When  I  had  lit  the 
lamp,  and  was  going  into  my  room,  he  called  out, 
*'  Joseph !" 

I  went  up  to  him ;  and  looking  at  me  kindly,  he  held 
out  both  his  hands  to  me.     Then  he  said — 

"  This  is  well,  my  boy ;  you  are  happy,  and  you 
deserve  it.  Now  go  to  bed ;  we  will  talk  of  this  to- 
morrow." 

Then  I  went  to  bed,  but  for  a  long  time  I  could  not 
sleep ;  every  instant  I  woke  up,  thinking :  "  Is  it  really 
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true  ?  Has  the  permit  really  come  ?"  And  then  I 
would  cry  out  to  myself,  "  Tes,  it  is  true !"  At  last, 
towards  morning  I  got  to  sleep.  When  I  woke  up,  it 
was  broad  daylight ;  I  jumped  out  of  bed  to  dress  my- 
self, and  just  then  Mons.  Goiddcn  cried  out  cheerfully, 
from  the  next  room — 

"  Joseph,  why  don't  you  come  to  table  ?" 

"  Ah,  pardon,  Mons.  Goulden,"  I  replied,  "  but  I  was 
so  happy  I  could  scarcely  get  to  sleep." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  heard  you,"  he  said,  laughing. 

Then  I  went  into  our  workshop,  where  the  table  wa9 
already  laid. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Next  to  the  happiness  of  marrying  Catharine,  my 
greatest  satisfaction  was  in  the  feeling  that  I  was  about 
to  become  a  citizen ;  for  to  work  on  one's  own  account 
is  a  very  different  thing  from  fighting  on  some  one 
else's.  Mens.  Goulden  had  told  me  that  he  would 
make  me  a  partner  in  his  business ;  and  I  pictured  to 
myself  Joseph  Bertha  taking  his  little  wife  to  mass  on 
Sundays,  and  then  for  a  walk  in  the  direction  of  Eoche- 
plate  or  Bonne  Fontaine.  This  prospect  made  me  feel 
very  happy.  In  the  meantime,  I  went  every  day  to  see 
Catharine ;  she  used  to  wait  for  me  in  the  orchard 
while  Aunt  Grethel  was  preparing  cakes  and  dainties 
for  the  wedding ;  we  used  to  look  at  each  other  for 
hours  ;  she  was  so  bright  and  smiling,  she  seemed  to 
grow  handsomer  every  day. 

Mons.  Goulden,  Avhcn  he  saw  me  come  home  in 
the  evening  in  better  and  better  spirits,  used  to  say  to 
me — 

"  Well,  Joseph,  things  seem  to  go  better  here  than 
they  did  at  Leipsic." 

Sometimes  I  wanted  to  settle  down  to  my  work,  but 
he  prevented  me,  and  said— 

"  Bah !  days  of  happiness  are  so  rare  in  life !  Go 
and  see  Catharine ;  afterwards,  if  I  should  take  it  into 
my  head  to  get  married  too,you  shall  work  for  both  of  us." 

And  then  he  laughed.     Oh !  such  men  as  he  ought 
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to  live  a  hundred  years  !  What  a  good  heart  he  had ! 
How  just  and  how  simple  he  was !  He  was  a  real 
father  to  us ;  and  often  even  now,  when  I  picture  him 
to  myself,  with  his  black  silk  cap  drawn  down  over  his 
ears,  his  grey  beard  of  a  week's  growth,  with  a  good- 
humoured  look  in  his  half-shut  eyes,  and  a  kind  smile 
on  his  lips,  I  seem  to  hear  his  voice  once  more,  and  the 
tears  come  into  my  eyes. 

But  now  I  must  tell  you  of  a  thing  that  happened 
two  evenings  before  our  marriage,  and  the  remem- 
brance of  which  will  never  be  effaced  from  my  mind. 
It  was  the  6th  of  July,  and  our  marriage  was  to  take 
place  on  the  8th ;  I  had  been  dreaming  of  it  all  night. 
In  the  morning,  between  six  and  seven  o'clock,  I  rose ; 
Father  G-oulden  was  already  at  work,  with  the  windows 
open.  I  washed  myself,  and  thought  I  would  be  off  to 
Quatre -Vents ;  but  all  at  once  a  trumpet  was  blown, 
and  I  heard  two  taps  of  a  drum  under  the  French  Gate, 
as  if  a  regiment  were  inarching  in ;  the  trumpeters 
were  trying  their  mouthpieces,  and  the  drummers  were 
giving  a  few  taps  on  their  drums,  to  get  well  hold  of 
the  drumsticks.  Directly  I  heard  that,  I  was  struck 
with  surprise,  and  I  called  out — 

"  Mons.  Goulden,  it's  the  6th." 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  all  the  town  has  been  talking 
of  it  for  the  last  week ;  but  you  have  had  no  ears  for 
anything  ;  it's  my  wedding  present,  Joseph ;  I  wished 
to  keep  it  as  a  surprise  for  you." 

Then  I  stayed  to  hear  no  more.  I  was  out  of  the 
room  like  the  wind,  and  ran  down  into  the  street. 
Our  old  drum-major,  Padoue,  was  already  lifting  up  his 
stick  under  the  south  gate ;  the  drummers  were  behind 
him  preparing  to  start;  and  further  off  was  Commandant 
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G-enieau  on  horseback,  and  the  great  red  plumes  of  our 
grenadiers  -were  coming  slowly  along ;  it  was  the  3rd 
battalion.  The  march  began,  and  all  my  blood  seemed 
to  boil  within  me.  At  the  first  glance  I  recognised  the 
long  grey  overcoats  that  had  been  served  out  to  us  on 
the  glacis  at  Erfurt,  on  the  23rd  of  October,  1813  ;  they 
had  become  quite  green  from  rain,  snow,  and  wind.  It 
was  worse  than  after  Leipsic.  The  old  shakos  had 
ballet-holes  in  them  ;  but  the  flag  alone  was  new  in  its 
smart  oilcloth  cover  with  the  fleur-de-lis  at  the  top. 

Those  who  have  not  gone  through  a  campaign  can 
never  tell  what  it  is  to  see  one's  regiment  again,  to  hear 
the  same  drums  one  has  heard  beating  in  front  of  the 
enemy,  and  then  to  say  to  oneself — 

"  Here  are  your  comrades  coming  back  beaten,  humi- 
liated, crushed  !     Here  they  come,  bowing  their  heads 
under  another  cockade."     No,  I   never  felt  anything 
like  it.     Later  on,  many  of  these  men  of  the  6th,  mv 
old   officers,  my  former   sergeants,  established  them- 
vessel  at  Phalsbourg,  where  old  soldiers  were  always 
well  received.    There  were  Lafleche,  Carabin,  Lavergne, 
Monyot,  Padoue,  Chazi,  and  many  more.     Those  who 
once  commanded  me  in  the  war  have  worked  for  me 
sawing  wood,  and  doing  labourers'  work,  as  tilers,  car- 
penters, and  masons.     They  who  had  once  given  me 
orders  have  been  bound  to  obey  mine ;  for  I  had  a  good 
business,  whereas  they  were  simply  labourers.     But  it's 
all  the  same ;  in  speaking  to  them  I  always  maintained 
the  respect  I  had  felt  in  the  old  times  for  my  superior 
officers,  and  I  always  thought,   "Out  yonder,  at  Weis- 
senfels,  at  Liitzen,  and  at  Leipsic  these  people  who  aro 
now  obliged  to  bend  their  backs  and  to  work  hard  to 
support  their  families — yonder,  I  say,  in  the  advanced 
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guard,  they  maintained  the  honour  and  represented  the 
courage  of  France."  More  changes  took  place  after 
Waterloo.  And  our  old  standard-bearer  Faizart  has 
been  sweeping  the  bridge  of  the  German  Gate  for  the 
last  fifteen  years.  That's  not  good— no,  our  country 
ought  to  be  more  grateful. 

So  it  was  the  3rd  battalion,  coming  home  in  a  state 
of  misery  that  might  make  the  hearts  of  honest  people 
bleed.  Zebedee  afterwards  told  me  that  they  went  from 
Versailles  the  31st  of  March,  after  the  capitulation  of 
Paris,  and  that  they  had  been  marched  to  Chartres, 
Chateaudun,  Blois,  Orleans,  and  so  on,  like  real  Bohe- 
mians, for  six  weeks,  without  pay  or  equipments.  At 
length,  at  Bouen,  they  had  received  orders  to  cross  the 
whole  of  France  to  get  to  Phalsbourg,  and  everywhere 
the  processions  and  funeral  services  had  stirred  up  the 
populace  against  them.  They  had  been  obliged  to 
endure  everything,  even  to  bivouacking  in  the  fields, 
while  the  Austrians,  Bussians,  Prussians,  and  other 
rascals  were  comfortably  quartered  in  our  villages. 

Long  afterwards,  when  he  told  me  of  all  these 
miseries,  Zebedee  shed  tears  of  rage. 

"  Is  France  no  longer  France  ?"  he  said.  "  Did  we 
not  defend  the  honour  of  the  country  ?" 

But  what  still  gives  me  pleasure  in  my  old  days  is  to 
remember  how  the  6th  was  received  by  us.  It  was 
known  already  that  the  1st  battalion  was  coming  home 
from  Spain,  and  that  the  remains  of  the  regiment  and 
those  of  the  24th  light  infantry  were  to  form  the  6th 
regiment  of  Berry ;  so  that  all  the  town  rejoiced  at 
the  thought  that  we  should  have  two  thousand  men  in 
garrison,  instead  of  a  few  canonnicrs  who  were  little 
better  than  veterans.     There  was  great  joy,  and  every 
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one  cried  out,  "  Long  live  the  6th  !"  The  children  ran  to 
the  St.  John's  ridge  to  meet  the  battalion,  and  the  men 
had  never  had  such  a  reception  as  this  since  1813. 
Many  old  soldiers  shed  tears,  and  cried  out,  from  their 
rants,  "  Long  live  France !"  But  for  all  that,  the 
officers  marched  with  their  heads  bent,  and  a  downcast 
air  ;  though  they  waved  their  hands,  to  thank  the  people 
for  this  good  reception. 

Standing  on  the  steps  of  our  house,  I  watched  these 
three  or  four  hundred  men  marching  by,  so  ragged  that 
I  only  knew  our  regiment  by  the  number.  But  all  at 
once  I  caught  sight  of  Zebedee  in  the  ranks ;  he  had 
grown  so  thin  that  his  great  hooked  nose  stood  out  from 
his  face  like  a  beak,  and  his  old  greatcoat  hung  down 
over  his  back  in  ribbons ;  but  he  had  a  sergeant's  stripes, 
and  his  great  bony  shoulders  still  gave  him  a  look  of 
strength.  When  I  caught  sight  of  him,  I  shouted  in  a 
tone  that  was  heard  above  the  roll  of  the  drums — 

"  Zebedee !" 

He  turned  round.  I  rushed  into  his  arms,  while  he 
hastily  leant  his  musket  on  the  ground,  at  the  corner  of 
the  Rue  de  Fouquet.  I  was  crying  like  a  child.  He  said — 

"  Ah,  it's  you,  Joseph  ?  Then  at  any  rate  there  are 
two  of  us  left." 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,"  I  replied.  "  I  am  going  to  marry 
Catharine,  and  you  shall  be  my  best  man." 

So  we  walked  on  together.  Further  on,  at  the  Haute 
corner,  old  Fiirst  was  standing  looking  on  with  mournful 
eyes.  The  poor  old  man  was  thinking,  "  Now  my 
son  might  return  too  !"  When  he  saAV  Zebedee  coming 
along  with  me,  he  went  hastily  into  the  little  dark  alley 
where  his  house  was.  In  the  square,  Father  Klipfel 
and  five  or  six  others  were  also  looking  at  the  battalion, 
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as  it  stood  drawn  up  in  line.  They  had  received  the 
certificates  of  death  ;  but  still  they  hoped  that  perhaps 
there  had  been  some  mistake,  for  their  boys  were  not 
fond  of  writing.  They  looked  on ;  and  then,  while  the 
drums  were  still  rolling,  they  went  away. 

The  roll  was  called  over,  and  just  at  that  moment 
the  old  gravedigger  came  up.  He  still  wore  his  little 
yellow  velveteen  waistcoat,  and  his  grey  cotton  cap.  He 
looked  behind  the  ranks,  where  I  was  talking  with 
Zebedee,  and  Zebedee,  having  turned  round,  saw  him, 
and  then  became  deadly  pale.  They  looked  at  each 
other  for  a  moment.  I  took  the  gun,  and  then  the  old 
man  embraced  his  son.  They  said  nothing,  but  stood 
for  a  long  time,  in  each  other's  arms.  After  that,  as 
the  battalion  was  filing  off  to  the  right  to  go  into 
barracks,  Zebedee  asked  leave  of  Captain  Vidal  to  go 
with  his  father,  and  gave  his  musket  to  the  first  soldier. 
Then  we  went  away  together  towards  the  Capuchin 
street.     The  father  said — 

"  Tou  must  know  that  your  grandmother  is  so  old 
she  cannot  get  out  of  bed ;  otherwise  she  would  have 
come  too." 

I  went  with  them  as  far  as  their  door,  and  said — 

"  You  must  come  and  dine  with  us,  Father  Zebedee : 
and  you  too." 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad,"  the  old  man  answered.  "  Yes, 
Joseph,  we  will  come." 

Then  they  went  into  their  house  ;  and  I  went  to  tell 
Mons.  Goulden  of  the  invitation  I  had  given,  at  which 
he  was  the  more  pleased,  because  Catharine  and  Aunt 
Grethel  were  coming  too. 

As  for  me,  I  had  never  been  so  happy  as  I  was  now 
when  I  thought  how  my  best  friend,  my  betrothed, 
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and  those  I  loved  most  besides,  would  bo  all  in  the 
house  together. 

That  day,  at  about  eleven  o'clock,  our  great  room  on 
the  first  floor  had  a  cheerful  sight  to  show.  The  floor 
had  been  well  scrubbed,  the  round  table  was  set  out 
in  the  middle,  covered  with  a  fine  white  cloth  with  a 
red  border,  and  six  great  silver  dish-covers  on  it ;  the 
napkins  daintily  folded  into  cocked  hats  in  the  shining 
plates ;  the  great  saltcellar,  the  sealed  bottles,  the  great 
cut-glass  tumblers,  all  glittered  in  the  light  of  the  sun, 
which  poured  in  over  the  boxes  of  lilacs  arranged  on 
the  window-sills. 

Mons.  Goulden  had  wished  that  everything  should 
be  done  liberally,  grandly,  and  magnificently,  as  if  for 
princes  and  ambassadors ;  he  had  brought  out  his 
plate,  quite  an  unusual  thing ;  and  excepting  the  pot- 
au-feu,  which  I  superintended  myself,  and  which  con- 
tained three  pounds  of  good  meat,  a  head  of  cabbage, 
abundance  of  carrots,  and  in  fact  everything  that  was 
necessary,  and  which  dish  one  can  never  get  as  good 
from  the  hotel — excepting  this,  all  the  dinner  was 
to  come  from  the  Ville  de  Mezt,  where  Mons.  Goulden 
had  been  himself  to  order  it. 

So  that  towards  noon,  we  were  looking  at  each  other, 
smiling  and  rubbing  our  hands ;  he  in  his  fine  rat- 
coloured  coat,  clean  shaved,  and  his  great  reddish  wig 
on  his  head,  instead  of  the  black  silk  cap,  his  chestnut- 
coloured  small-clothes  properly  buckled  over  his  thick 
woollen  stockings,  and  shoes  with  large  buckles  on  his 
feet ;  and  I  in  my  sky-blue  coat,  cut  in  the  latest 
fashion,  with  a  fine  shirt  with  a  pleated  front,  and  my 
neart  radiant  with  satisfaction.  We  were  only  waiting 
4>r  our  guests — Catharine,  Aunt  Grethel,  the   grave- 
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digger,  and  Zebedee.  We  walked  up  and  down  with 
smiling  faces,  saying  to  ourselves,  "  All  is  right ;  every- 
thing is  in  its  place ;  now  we  ought  to  bring  up  the  soup- 
tureen  ;"  and  I  gv.ye  a  look-out  to  see  if  any  one  was 
coming. 

At  last  Aunt  Grethel  and  Catharine  turned  the 
corner  of  the  Eue  de  Fouquet ;  they  were  coming  back 
from  mass,  each  with  her  prayer-book  under  her  arm  ; 
and  further  on  I  saw  the  old  gravedigger,  in  his  best 
coat  with  the  wide  sleeves,  his  old  three-cornered  hat 
hanging  over  his  shoulders ;  and  Zebedee,  who  had  put 
on  a  clean  shirt,  and  had  shaved  himself.  They  were 
coming  from  the  ramparts,  and  walked  arm-in-arm 
with  a  grave  air,  like  people  who  look  serious  because 
they  are  perfectly  happy. 

Then  I  said — "  Here  they  come,  Mons.  Goulden." 
We  had  just  time  to  pour  the  soup  on  the  bread  we 
had  already  toasted,  and  to  put  the  great  steaming  soup- 
tureen  in  the  middle  of  the  table,  which  we  safely  accom- 
plished, when  Aunt  Grethel  and  Catharine  came  in.  I 
leave  you  to  fancy  their  surprise  when  they  saw  this 
fine  table.  Directly  we  had  embraced  each  other,  Aunt 
Grethel  cried  out — 

"  So  it's  the  wedding  feast  to-day,  Mons.  Goulden." 
"Yes,  Madame  Grethel,"  answered  the  kind  man, 
smiling,  for  on  days  of  ceremony  he  used  to  called  hev 
Madame   Grethel,    instead  of    "  Gossip,"    or  Mother 
Grethel.     "  Yes,  it's  a  marriage  feast  of  good  friends. 
You  must  know  that  Zebedee  has  just  come  back,  and 
that  he  and  the  old  gravedigger  are  to  dine  with  us." 
"  Ah,"  said  my  aunt,  "  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it." 
And  Catharine,  who  had  turned  quite  red,  said  to  me 
in  a  low  tone— 
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"  Now  everything  is  well.  That's  the  only  thing  Wd 
wanted  to  make  us  quite  happy." 

She  looked  at  me  as  she  held  my  h^nd.  And  as  we 
sat  waiting,  some  one  opened  the  door ;  and  old  Laurent, 
from  the  Ville  de  Metz,  with  two  great  baskets  with 
handles,  in  which  the  dishes  were  ranged  in  a  fair  row, 
one  over  another,  called  out  from  the  passage— 

"  Mons.  Goulden,  here's  the  dinner." 

"  Very  well,"  answered  Mons.  Goulden,  "  arrange  it 
on  the  table  for  us  yourself." 

Then  Laurent  put  the  small  radishes,  and  the  fricas- 
seed chicken,  on  the  table,  and  on  the  right  a  fat 
goose,  and  on  the  left  the  beef  that  we  ourselves  had 
put  into  a  dish  with  parsley ;  he  also  produced  a  good 
dish  of  sour-crout,  with  small  sausages,  which  he  placed 
near  the  soup-tureen,  so  that  our  room  had  never  seen 
such  a  dinner  laid  out. 

Directly  afterwards  we  heard  the  old  gravedigger 
and  Zebedee  coming  upstairs ;  Father  Goulden  and  I 
went  to  meet  him,  and  Mons.  Goulden,  embracing 
Zebedee,  said  to  him — 

"  I  am  delighted  to  see  you !  Yes,  I  know  what  a 
good  comrade  you  showed  yourself  to  Joseph,  in  the 
midst  of  the  greatest  perils." 

Then  he  pressed  the  old  gravedigger's  hand,  and  said 
to  him — 

"  Father  Zebedee,  I  think  you  happy  in  possessing 
such  a  son." 

And  then  Catharine  came  up  to  us,  and  said  to 
Zebedee — 

"  I  cannot  please  Joseph  better  than  by  kissing  you. 
You  wanted  to  carry  him  at  Hanau,  when  your  own 
Strength  was  gone.     I  look  on  you  as  a  brother." 
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Zebedee,  who  liad  turned  quite  pale,  kissed  Catharine 
without  replying  ;  and  then  we  went  into  the  room  in 
silence,  Catharine,  Zebedee,  and  I;  Father  Coulden 
and  the  old  gravedigger  followed  us.  Aunt  Grethel 
was  still  arranging  the  dishes ;  and  then  she  cried  out — 

"  You  are  welcome,  you  are  welcome !  Those  who 
were  together  in  misfortune  have  now  met  in  joy.  The 
Lord  extends  His  loving-kindness  over  all  the  world." 

She  embraced  Zebedee,  who  said  to  her  with  a 
smile — 

"  You  are  brisk  and  well  as  ever,  Madame  Grethel ; 
it's  a  pleasure  to  see  you." 

"  Come,  Father  Zebedee,  do  you  sit  here,  at  the  head 
of  the  table,"  cried  Mons.  G-oul den  joyously ;  "  and  you, 
Zebedee,  come  here,  so  that  I  may  have  you  on  my 
right  and  left ;  and  further  off,  Joseph,  opposite 
Catharine  and  next  to  Zebedee ;  and  Madame  Grethel 
at  the  lower  end,  to  superintend." 

Every  one  was  pleased  with  his  place.  Zebedee 
looked  at  me  with  a  smile,  as  if  to  say — "  If  we  had 
had  the  quarter  of  such  a  dinner  at  Hanau,  we  should 
not  have  fallen  down  by  the  wayside  !"  In  fact,  joy 
and  good  appetite  appeared  in  every  face.  Father 
Goulden  presently,  with  a  grave  face,  dipped  the  great 
silver  ladle  into  the  soup  under  the  eyes  of  the  guests. 
First  he  helped  the  old  gravedigger,  who  sat  quite 
silent,  and  seemed  overcome  by  these  honours ;  then  he 
helped  his  son,  and  next  Catharine,  Aunt  Grethel,  me, 
and  himself,  and  so  the  dinner  began  in  quite  a  solemn 
way. 

Zebedee  looked  at  me  every  now  and  then,  and 
winked  his  eye  in  a  jovial  manner.  The  first  bottle  waa 
uncorked,  and  the  glasses  were  filled  all  round.     W© 
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drank  this  wine,  which  was  table  wine  of  a  very  good 
iind  ;  but  there  was  better  to  come,  and  that's  why  we 
aelayed  drinking  one  another's  healths.  Then  we  ate  a 
good  slice  of  beef.     The  old  gravedigger  said — 

"  That's  something  good.     This  is  excellent  beef." 

And  when  he  was  praising  the  fricasseed  chicken,  too, 
I  saw  that  Catharine  was  a  quick-witted  woman ;  for 
she  said  to  my  comrade — 

"You  must  know,  Mons.  Zebedee,  that  we  should 
have  invited  your  grandmother  Margaret,  too,  whom  I 
go  to  see  every  now  and  then ;  but  she's  too  old  to  get 
up  ;  and  therefore,  if  you  will  allow  me,  as  she  cannot 
come,  I  want  her  at  least  to  eat  a  bit  with  us,  and  to 
drink  a  glass  of  wine  to  her  grandson's  health.  What 
do  you  think,  Father  Zebedee  ?" 

"  Exactly,"  said  the  old  gravedigger.  "  I  think  it's 
just  what  I  should  like." 

Father  Goulden  looked  at  Catharine  with  tears  in 
his  eyes  ;  and  as  she  rose  to  choose  a  nice  piece  he 
kissed  her,  and  I  heard  him  call  her  his  daughter. 

She  went  out,  with  a  bottle  and  a  plate.  While  she 
was  gone,  Zebedee  said  to  me — 

"  Joseph,  that  girl  who  is  to  be  your  wife  deserves 
every  happiness.  She  is  not  only  a  good  girl,  she  is 
not  only  a  woman  who  deserves  to  be  loved,  but  she 
deserves  to  be  respected,  for  she  has  the  wit  that  comes 
from  a  good  heart.  She  guessed  what  my  father  and  I 
were  thinking  of  when  we  saw  this  good  dinner.  She 
saw  that  we  should  enjoy  it  a  thousand  times  more  ii 
my  grandmother  partook  of  it,  and  that's  why  I  shall 
always  love  her  as  a  sister." 

And  then  he  turned  his  head  aside,  and  said  to  me 
jn  a  low  voice — 
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"  Joseph,  it  is  at  such  times"  as  these  one  feels  the 
hardship  of  being  poor ;  one  has  not  only  to  give  one's 
blood  for  one's  country,  but  because  one  has  to  do  it,  one 
leaves  those  at  home  in  poverty,  and  sees  them  in  that 
condition  when  one  returns." 

I  saw  that  he  was  getting  low-spirited,  so  I  filled  his 
glass,  and  we  drank,  and  these  sorrowful  thoughts 
passed  off.  Catharine  came  back,  too,  saying  that  the 
old  grandmother  was  very  much  pleased,  -  that  she 
thanked  Mons.  Goulden,  and  said  it  was  a  happy  day 
for  her,  and  this  put  every  one  in  spirits  again.  And 
as  the  dinner  went  on,  Aunt  Grethel,  when  she  heard 
the  bell  ring  for  vespers,  went  out ;  but  Catharine 
stayed,  and  as  the  good  wine  had  freshened  us  all  up, 
we  began  to  talk  of  the  last  campaign. 

Then  it  was  that  we  heard  the  incidents  of  the  great 
march,  in  the  retreat  from  behind  the  Rhine  to  Paris ; 
the  combats  of  the  battalion  at  Bibelskirchen  and  at 
Sarrebruck,  where  Lieutenant  Baubin  had  swum  across 
the  river  during  a  terrible  frost,  to  destroy  some  boats 
that  were  still  in  the  enemy's  power. ;  the  passage  at 
Barbefontaine,  at  Courcelles,  Metz,  Enzelvin,  Champion, 
and  Verdun,  always  retreating ;  and  the  battle  of 
Brienne.  Already  there  were  hardly  any  men  left; 
but  on  the  4th  of  February  the  battalion  had  been 
reinforced  by  the  remnants  of  the  5th  light  infantry, 
and  from  that  time  it  was  under  fire  every  day ;  on  the 
5th,  6th,  and  7th  at  Mery-sur-Seine ;  on  the  8th  at 
Sezanne,  where  the  soldiers  died  in  the  mud,  having  no 
strength  left  to  extricate  themselves  ;  the  9th  and  the 
10th  at  Murs,  where  Zebedee,  at  night,  buried  himself  in 
the  manure-heap  at  a  farm,  for  the  sake  of  the  warmth ; 
on  the  11th  the  terrible  battle  of  Marche,  where  Com- 
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mandant  Philippe  Lad  been  wounded  by  a  bayonet 
thrust ;  the  12th  and  13th,  the  passage  at  Montmirail; 
the  14th,  the  battle  of  Beauchamp  ;  the  15th  and  16tt, 
the  retrograde  movement  upon  Montmirail,  whither  the 
Prussians  had  come  bach ;  the  combats  of  La  Ferte- 
Gauche,  of  Gouarre,  of  Que-a-train,  of  Neufchettes, 
and  so  on.  When  the  Prussians  had  been  beaten,  up 
came  the  Russians ;  and  after  the  Russians  came  the 
Austrians,  Bavarians,  Wurtembergers,  Hessians,  Saxons, 
and  Badeners. 

I  have  often  heard  this  campaign  of  France  related, 
but  never  as  Zebedee  told  it.  When  he  spoke,  his  great 
thin  face  trembled,  his  long  nose  seemed  to  go  down 
over  his  yellow  moustache,  and  lis  eyes  were  clouded ; 
he  stretched  out  his  hand,  in  his  old  ragged  sleeve,  and 
one  seemed  to  see  before  one  what  he  described ;  one 
could  see  the  great  plains  of  Champagne,  where  the 
villages  were  smoking  to  right  and  left ;  women,  chil- 
dren, and  old  men  going  about  in  bands,  half  naked, 
one  carrying  an  old  palliasse,  another  some  old  pieces 
of  furniture  on  a  cart,  while  the  snow  came  pelting 
down,  and  the  cannon  boomed  in  the  distance,  and  the 
Cossacks  galloped  to  and  fro  like  the  wind,  with 
kitchen  pots  and  pans,  and  even  old  clocks,  hanging  to 
their  saddles,  crying — 

"Hourra!" 

One  seemed  to  see  those  furious  battles,  where  one 
fought  against  ten  ;  the  desperate  peasants  coming  to 
fight  with  their  pitchforks  ;  and  in  the  evening  the 
Emperor,  in  the  open  air,  sitting  astride  across  a  chair, 
his  chin  resting  on  his  hands,  leaning  on  his  stick, 
opposite  a  little  fire,  with  the  generals  standing  round. 
Thus  it  was  that  he  slept  and  dreamt.     Terrible  ideas 
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must  have  passed  through  his  head  since  the  days  of 
Marengo,  Austerlitz,  and  Wagram. 

"  Ah,"  said  Zebedee,  "  to  fight,  to  suffer  hunger,  cold, 
and  privation,  marching  and  countermarching  —  all 
that's  nothing;  but  to  hear  women  and  children 
sighing  and  complaining  in  French,  amid  all  the  devas- 
tation, and  to  know  that  you  cannot  save  them — that 
the  more  enemies  you  kill,  the  more  will  come ;  when 
you  have  to  retreat — always  to  retreat — in  spite  of 
victories,  in  spite  of  courage,  in  spite  of  everything — 
that's  what  breaks  your  heart,  Mons.  Goulden !" 

As  we  listened  to  him,  we  looked  at  one  another ;  no 
one  cared  to  drink,  and  Mons.  Goulden,  holding  down 
his  great  head  with  a  thoughtful  air,  said  in  a  low 
tone — 

"  Yes — yes — this  is  the  price  that  glory  costs  !  It's 
not  enough  to  lose  one's  liberty,  to  lose  all  the  rights 
one  had  gained  with  so  much  pains — one  mnst  more- 
over be  pillaged,  harried,  burnt  and  massacred  by 
bands  of  Cossacks ! — one  must  see  what  has  not  been 
seen  for  centuries — a  lot  of  brigands  laying  down  the 
law !  Go  on — go  on  ;  we  are  listening — let  us  know 
all !" 

Catharine,  seeing  that  we  were  low-spirited,  filled 
the  glasses. 

"  Come,  let  us  drink  to  the  health  of  Mons.  Goulden, 
and  to  the  health  of  Father  Zebedee  !"  she  said.  "  All 
these  misfortunes  are  past.    They  will  not  come  again." 

Then  we  drank  the  healths ;  and  Zebedee  told  how 
the  battalion  had  again  to  be  reconstructed  on  the  road 
to  Soissons,  with  soldiers  of  the  18th  light  infantry; 
how  they  had  arrived  at  Meaux,  where  the  Hospital 
♦*  de  la  Vi6t6"  spread  a  pestilence,  though  it  was  winter 
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time,  because  of  the  crowds  of  wounded  who  could  not 
be  attended  to. 

It  was  horrible !  But  the  worst  of  all  was  when  he 
told  of  their  arrival  in  Paris  by  the  barrier  of  Charen- 
ton — the  Empress,  King  Joseph,  the  King  of  Rome, 
the  ministers,  the  new  princes  and  the  dukes,  all  the 
grand  people  hurrying  away  in  chaises  towards  Blois, 
and  abandoning  the  capital  to  the  enemy,  while  the 
poor  workmen  in  blouses,  though  they  had  nothing 
of  the  Empire  but  being  obliged  to  give  up  their  sons 
for  it,  rushed  by  thousands  to  the  mayors'  houses, 
calling  for  arms  to  defend  the  honour  of  France,  while 
the  Old  Guard  drove  them  back  with  the  bayonet ! 
Then  all  at  once  Father  Goulden  cried  out — 

"  That's  enough — that  will  do,  Zebedee.  Let  us 
change  the  subject ;  better  talk  of  something  else  !" 

He  had  grown  quite  pale  all  at  once.  But  just  then 
Mothei  Grethel  came  back  from  vespers  ;  and  seeing  us 
sitting  mute,  and  Mons.  Goulden  quite  disturbed,  she 
asked — 

"  Well,  what  is  going  on  here  ?" 

"  We  were  talking  of  the  Empress,  and  of  the 
Emperor's  ministers,"  answered  Mons.  Guilder],  with  a 
strange  kind  of  laugh. 

"Ah,  then  I  don't  wonder  if  your  wine  disagrees 

with  you  !"  she  replied.    "  As  for  me,  if  ever  I  chance  to 

think  of  it,  and  to  look  into  the  glass,  I  see  that  it  turns 

me  quite  green.     Ah,  the   rascals !     Fortunately  they 

.  are  gone." 

Zebedee  looked  downcast ;  Mons.  Goulden  noticed  it, 
and  cried  out — 

"  Never  mind,  France  is  still  a  great  and  glorious 
.country.     If  the  new  nobles  are  worth  no  more  than 
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the  old  ones,  at  any  rate  the  people  are  firm.  Let  them 
do  what  they  will,  the  citizens,  the  workmen,  and  the 
peasants  stand  together  ;  they  have  the  same  interests ; 
they  will  not  let  go  what  they  have  got,  and  won't  let 
others  put  their  feet  on  their  neclcs.  And  now,  my 
friends,  let  us  walk  out.  It's  getting  late.  Mother 
Grethel  and  Cathai'ine  have  some  way  to  go  to  get 
back  to  Quatre -Vents  ;  Joseph  will  accompany  them." 

"  No,"  said  Catharine  ;  "  to-day  Joseph  must  stay 
with  his  friend ;  wc  will  go  home  alone." 

"  Very  well,  be  it  so  ;  Catharine  is  right,"  said  Mona. 
Goulden.  "  On  such  a  day  as  this,  friends  ought  to 
stay  together." 

So  we  went  out,  arm-in-arm :  the  night  was  coming 
on.  On  the  Place  d' Amies  we  embraced  again.  My 
aunt  and  Catharine  went  away  towards  their  village, 
and  we,  after  taking  a  few  turns  under  the  great  lime- 
trees,  entered  the  brewery  of  the  Wild  Man,  where 
we  refreshed  ourselves  with  good  foaming  beer.  Mons. 
Goulden  told  us  about  the  blockade,  the  attack  of  the 
tile-factory  at  Pernette,  the  sorties  at  Bigelberg,  at  the 
huts  beyond,  and  the  bombardment.  It  was  then  I 
learnt,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  had  had  the  manage- 
ment  of  a  cannon,  and  that  he  had  originated  the  idea 
of  breaking  up  the  melting-furnaces  to  make  balls. 

These  histories  were  prolonged  until  the  retreat 
sounded  at  ten  o'clock.  At  last  Zebedee  left  us  to  go 
to  barracks,  the  old  gravedigger  went  back  into  Capucin- 
street,  and  we  went  to  bed,  where  we  slept  till  eight 
o'clock  next  morning. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Two  days  afterwards  my  marriage  with  Catharine 
was  celebrated  at  Aunt  Grethel's  house  at  Quatre -Vents. 
Mons.  Goulden  represented  my  father ;  I  had  chosen 
Zebedee  for  my  best  man ;  and  some  old  comrades,  who 
had  remained  in  the  battalion,  were  also  at  the  wedding. 

Next  day  Catharine  and  I  had  already  taken  up  our 
quarters  at  Mons.  Goulden's,  in  the  two  little  rooms 
above  the  workshop. 

Many  years  have  rolled  by  since  then.  Mons. 
Goulden,  my  aunt,  and  my  comrades  have  disappeared 
from  this  world.  Catharine's  hair  is  quite  white  ;  but 
often,  still,  when  I  look  at  her,  these  old  times  come 
back  to  me ;  she  seems  to  sit  before  me  as  she  was  at 
twenty  years  of  age,  fair  and  rosy  ;  I  see  her  arranging 
our  flowerpots  along  the  window-sills  above  ;  I  hear 
her  singing  in  a  low  voice ;  I  see  the  sun  opposite 
.shining  on  her ;  and  I  fancy  myself,  coming  with  her 
down  the  little  steep  staircase  ;  and  then  we  come  into 
the  workroom  together  and  cry,  "  Good  morning,  Mons. 
Goulden,"  and  he  turns  round,  smiling,  and  answers, 
"  Good  morning,  my  children ;  good  morning."  He 
kisses  Catharine,  who  sets  about  sweeping,  rubbing 
the  furniture,  putting  the  pot  on  the  fire,  while  we 
arranged  the  work  Ave  had  to  do  during  the  day.  Ah, 
what  good  times  they  were !  what  a  happy  life !  what 
joy!   what  satisfaction  to  be  young,  to  have  a  simple, 
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good,  industrious  wife  !  How  your  whole  soul  seems  to 
rejoice  !  How  one  sees  the  future  extending  before  one 
— far,  far !  We  shall  never  be  old — we  shall  always  love 
one  another — we  shall  always  keep  those  we  love  about 
us — we  shall  always  have  courage — we  shall  always  go 
out  walking  arm-in-arm  on  Sundays  at  Bonne-Fon- 
taine !  We  shall  always  sit  down  on  the  mossy  banks 
in  the  wood,  and  listen  to  the  bees  and  the  cockchafers 
humming  round  the  great  trees  that  glisten  in  the 
light.  We  shall  always  smile — what  a  life  !  what  a  happy 
life  !  And  then  in  the  evening,  when  we  went  quietly 
home,  and  saw  the  long  streaks  of  gold  that  extended 
along  the  sky,  from  Wechem  to  the  forest  of  Mittelbronn, 
we  used  to  look  at  them  in  silence,  holding  each  other 
by  the  hand,  when  the  little  bell  of  Phalsbourg  began 
to  sound  the  "Angelus,"  and  all  the  bells  of  the  vil- 
lages replied  throughout  the  country,  which  was  already 
growing  dark.  Ah,  youth  ! — ah,  life  ! — everything  is 
still  present  before  me,  at  this  day,  as  it  was  forty  years 
ago.  Other  larks  and  other  linnets  build  their  nests  in 
spring ;  other  blossoms  whiten  the  great  apple-trees. 
Can  we  indeed  have  changed  so  much  ?  Have  we  really 
grown  old,  as  others  were  old  in  our  day  ?  This  alone 
would  be  enough  to  make  me  believe  that  we  shall  grow 
young  again,  that  we  shall  love  each  other  again,  and 
that  we  shall  meet  Father  Goulden,  Aunt  Grethel,  and 
all  the  other  worthy  people  once  more.  But  for  this, 
it  would  be  too  miserable  to  grow  old.  God  would  not 
give  us  this  trial  without  hope.     Catharine  thinks  so  too. 

So  at  last  we  were  quite  happy,  and  everything  ap- 
peared to  us  in  rosy  colours  ;  nothing  could  trouble  our 
happiness. 

This  was  the  time  wben  the  allies,  by  hundreds  of 
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thousands,  infantry,  cavalry,  and  artillery,  on  foot  and 
on  horseback,  with  oak  leaves  on  their  helmets  and 
shakos,  and  in  the  muzzles  of  their  muskets,  and  at  the 
points  of  their  lances,  were  passing  by  the  town  to  return 
home.  They  uttered  cries  of  joy  that  could  be  heard  a 
mile  away,  as  the  cries  of  the  finches,  thrushes,  and 
thousands  of  other  birds  of  heaven  are  heard  in  the 
pairing  season.  At  another  time  this  would  have 
troubled  me,  because  it  was  a  sign  of  our  defeat ;  but 
then  I  consoled  myself  by  thinking,  "  Let  them  go,  and 
mav  thev  never  come  aprain  i"  And  then  Zebedee  came 
and  told  me  that  every  day  Eussian,  Austrian,  Prussian, 
and  Bavarian  officers  crossed  the  town  to  see  our  com- 
mandant, Mons.  de  la  Baisanderie,  an  old  emigrant,  who 
loaded  them  with  honours  —  that  such  and  such  an 
officer  of  the  battalion  had  challenged  one  of  these 
strangers ;  that  another,  a  half-pay  officer,  had  killed 
two  or  three  of  them  in  duels,  at  the  Roulette,  or  the 
Green  Tree,  or  the  Basket  of  Flowers,  for  there  were 
duels  everywhere.  Our  people  could  not  bear  the  sight 
of  the  enemy  ;  everywhere  there  was  throwing  down  of 
coats  on  the  grass,  and  the  hospital  stretchers  were 
always  going  to  and  fro.  When  Zebedee  told  me  these 
things,  or  told  us  how  so  and  so  many  officers  had  been 
put  on  half-pay,  that  their  places  might  be  filled  by 
others  from  Coblentz  ;  that  the  soldiers  were  to  be  com- 
pelled to  be  present  at  mass  in  full  dress  ;  that  the 
cures  were  everything,  and  that  the  epaulette  was  no- 
thing now,  instead  of  worrying  myself,  I  used  to  say  to 
myself — 

"  Bah  !  bah !  it  will  all  settle  down  in  the  end — if 
only  we  remain  at  peace,  if  only  we  can  live  and  work  in 
quiet,  that's  the  principal  thing." 
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I  did  not  consider  that,  to  keep  the  peac?,  it  is  not 
enough  to  be  content  oneself,  but  that  others  must  be 
content  also.  I  was  bike  Aunt  Grethel,  who  thought 
all  went  excellently  when  once  we  were  married.  She 
often  came  to  see  us,  bringing  a  basket  full  of  fresh 
eggs,  fruits,  vegetables,  and  cakes,  for  our  housekeeping, 
and  she  would  say — 

"  Eh,  Mons.  Goulden,  one  need  not  ask  if  the  children 
are  well ;  one  has  only  to  look  at  them." 

And  she  used  also  to  say  to  me — 

"  Eh,  Joseph,  it's  a  better  thing  to  be  married,  is  it 
not,  than  to  be  trudging  with  a  bag  and  a  musket  on 
the  way  to  Lutzen  r'      . 

"  Yes,  yes,  Mother  Grethel,  I  believe  you,"  I  would 
reply,  with  a  laugh  that  came  from  my  heart. 

Then  she  would  sit  down,  with  her  hands  on  her 
knees,  and  say — 

"  All  that  comes  of  the  peace  .  the  peace  makes 
every  one  happy — and  to  think  that  a  set  of  beggars 
and  ragged  rascals  should  still  dare  to  cry  out  against 
the  king !" 

At  first  Mons.  Goulden,  seated  at  his  work,  would 
say  nothing  in  reply ;  but  if  she  went  on  long  in  this 
way,  he  said — 

"  Come,  come,  Mother  Grethel,  be  calm.  "What  the 
douce  !  You  know  that  opinion  is  free  now  ;  we  have 
two  chambers,  we  have  a  constitution,  and  every  one 
may  have  Ids  opinion." 

"  Thafs  true,  too,"  quoth  my  aunt,  looking  aside  at 
me  with  a  malicious  air.  "  In  the  other  man's  time  we 
were  obliged  to  hold  our  tongues ;  and  that  shows 
another  difference." 

Mons.  Goulden  did  not  carry  it  on  further,  for  he 
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considered  my  aunt  a  good  woman,  but  one  whom  it 
was  not  worth  while  to  convert.  He  even  smiled  when 
she  did  not  cry  out  too  loud ;  and  so  things  went 
on  without  any  disagreement, — when  something  new 
occurred. 

First  there  came  an  order  from  Nancy,  to  force  people 
to  shut  the  fronts  of  their  shops  during  mass  on 
Sunday ;  the  Jews  and  the  Lutherans  were  obliged  to 
close,  like  the  rest.  From  that  time  there  was  no  more 
noise  in  the  inns  and  wine-shops  ;  everything  was  like 
dead  in  the  town  during  mass  and  vespers ;  people  said 
nothing,  but  looked  at  each  other  as  if  they  were 
afraid. 

On  the  Sunday  when  our  shop-front  was  closed  for 
the  first  time,  as  we  were  dining  in  the  shade,  Father 
Goulden,  who  seemed  downcast,  said — 

"  I  had  hoped,  my  children,  that  all  was  over,  that 
good  sense  would  be  maintained,  and  that  we  should 
have  quiet  for  years  ;  but  I  see  unfortunately  that  these 
Bourbons  are  a  kind  of  Dagoberts.  All  this  has  a 
queer  look  about  it." 

He  said  no  more  on  that  Sunday,  and  went  out  in 
the  afternoon  to  read  the  gazettes.  All  the  people  who 
knew  how  to  read,  used,  while  the  peasants  were  at 
mass,  to  go  and  read  the  newspapers,  after  closing  their 
shops.  From  that  time  it  was  that  the  citizens  and  the 
master  artisans  got  into  the  habit  of  reading  the  news- 
papers ;  and  a  little  while  afterwards,  they  even  wanted 
to  have  a  casino. 

I  remember  that  every  one  was  talking  of  Benjamin 
Constant,  and  that  great  confidence  was  placed  in  him. 
Mons.  Goulden  thought  highly  of  him,  and  as  he  had 
got  into  the  habit  of  going  out  every  evening  to  read 
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what  was  going  on,  at  Father  Colin's,  we  thus  heard  the 
news.     He  would  say  to  us — 

"  The  Duke  of  Angoulerae  is  at  Bordeaux,  the  Count 
of  Artois  is  at  Marseilles  ;  they  promise  this ;  they 
have  said  that." 

Catharine  was  more  curious  than  I ;  she  was  fond  of 
hearing  news  about  the  country,  and  when  Mons.  Goul- 
den  said  anything,  I  could  see  in  her  eyes  that  she 
considered  he  was  right. 

One  evening  he  said  to  us — 

"  The  Duke  of  Berry  is  coining  here." 

"We  were  very  much  astonished. 

"  What  is  he  going  to  do  here,  Mons.  Goulden  f " 
asked  Catharine. 

"  He  is  coming  to  review  the  regiment,"  he  an- 
swered with  a  smile.  "  I  am  curious  to  see  him.  The 
papers  say  that  he  is  like  Bonaparte,  but  that  he  is 
much  more  clever.  That's  not  to  be  wondered  at  in  a 
legitimate  prince  ;  if  he  had  not  more  cleverness  than 
the  son  of  a  peasant,  how  unfortunate  that  would  be ! 
But  you,  Joseph,  who  know  the  other  one,  you  will 
be  able  to  judge  of  the  affair." 

It  may  be  imagined  how  this  news  woke  up  the 
country  round  about.  Prom  that  day  nothing  was 
thought  of  but  erecting  triumphal  arches  and  making 
white  flags.  All  the  villagers  from  the  environs  were 
to  come  on  carts  ornamented  with  garlands.  A  trium- 
phal arch  was  erected  at  Phalsbourg,  and  another  on 
the  hill  of  Saverne.  This  happened  at  the  end  of  the 
month  of  September.  Every  day  Catharine  and  I,  in 
the  evening  after  supper,  used  to  go  and  see  how  the 
triumphal  arch  was  getting  on.  It  was  between  the 
Ville  de  Metz  Hotel  and  the  confectioner  Durr's  house, 
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on  the  road.  The  old  carpenter  Ulrich  and  his  lads 
were  building  it ;  it  was  like  a  great  gate,  which  they 
covered  with  garlands  of  oak-leaves,  and  on  the  facades 
magnificent  white  flags  were  unfurled. 

While  that  work  was  being  finished,  Zebedee  came  to 
see  us  two  or  three  times.  The  prince  was  to  come  by 
way  of  Metz.  Letters  were  received  in  the  regiment, 
letters  which  represented  him  as  being  as  severe  as 
though  he  had  gained  fifty  battles.  But  what  vexed 
Zebedee  more  than  anything  Avas  that  the  prince  called 
our  old  officers,  officers  of  fortune. 

At  last  he  arrived,  on  the  1st  October,  at  six  o'clock 
in  the  evening.  They  were  already  firing  cannon  when 
be  was  still  on  the  Gerberhoff  Slope.  He  alighted  at 
the  Ville  de  Metz,  without  passing  under  the  triumphal 
arch.  The  square  was  crowded  with  officers  in  full- 
dress  uniform.  From  every  window  there  were  shouts 
of  "  Vive  le  roi !  Vive  le  Due  de  Berry !"  just  as  in 
Napoleon's  time  they  used  to  cry,  "  Vive  l'Empereur !" 

Mons.  Croulden,  Catharine,  and  I  could  not  get  near, 
so  great  was  the  crowd  ;  but  we  saw  the  chaises  and 
the  horses  go  past.  A  sentry  barred  the  road  towards 
our  house. 

That  same  evening  the  duke  received  the  corps  of 
officers.  He  deigned  to  accept  a  dinner  that  the  officers 
of  the  6th  offered  bim,  but  he  only  invited  Colonel 
Zaepfel  in  return. 

After  the  dinner,  which  lasted  till  ten  o'clock,  the  no- 
tables gave  him  a  ball  at  the  college.  All  the  officers, 
all  the  friends  of  the  Bourbons,  in  black  coats,  with 
white  silk  small-clothes  and  stockings,  went  there  with 
tbe  prince  ;  and  young  ladies  of  good  family,  in  white 
dresses,  were  to  be  found  there  in  crowds.     I  seem  still 
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to  hear,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  the  horses  of  the 
cortege  passing  by,  and  the  thousand  cries  of  "  Vivo  le 
roi !     Vive  lo  Due  de  Berry  !" 

All  the  windows  were  illuminated,  and  before  those 
of  the  town-commandant  was  to  be  seen  a  great  sky- 
blue  escutcheon ;  the  crown  and  the  three  lilies  shone 
upon  it  in  the  darkness.  The  music  of  the  regiment 
echoed  from  the  great  hall  of  the  college.  Mademoiselle 
Bremer,  who  had  a  very  fine  voice,  was  to  have  sung  to 
the  prince  the  song  of  "  Vive  Henri  Quatre  !"  But  all 
the  town  knew  next  morning  that  she  had  been,  as  it 
were,  dazzled  at  the  sight  of  the  prince,  so  that  she 
had  not  been  able  to  get  out  a  single  word,  and  every- 
body was  repeating — 

'  Poor    Mademoiselle  Felicite !    poor    Mademoiselle 
Felicitc !" 

The  ball  was  kept  up  all  night.  Mons.  Goulden, 
Catharine,  and  I  had  been  asleep  for  a  long  time  when 
we  were  awoke  towards  three  o'clock  in  the  morning 
by  the  hussars  clattering  by,  and  by  cries  of  "  Vive  le 
Due  de  Berry  !"  These  princes  must  have  good  consti- 
tutions to  go  to  all  these  balls  and  all  these  dinners 
that  people  offer  them  on  their  way.  It  must  be  very 
wearisome  to  them,  especially  after  a  time,  when  people 
call  them  "  Your  majesty,"  "  Your  dignity,"  "  Your  ex- 
cellence," "  Your  grace,"  "  Your  worship,"  and,  in  fact, 
every  extraordinary  name  they  can  invent  to  make 
them  believe  they  adore  them,  and  look  upon  them  as 
gods.  Yes,  if  at  last  they  despise  men,  it's  not  to  be 
wondered  at ;  if  any  one  were  to  do  as  much  to  us,  wo 
too  should  at  last  think  that  we  were  eagles. 

But  what  I  have  just  related  is  the  exact  truth,  and 
I  have  not  said  too  much. 


82  Waterloo. 

Next  day  it  began  again,  so  to  speak,  with  new  en- 
thusiasm. The  weather  was  very  fine  ;  but  as  the  prince 
had  slept  badly,  and  had  been  much  wearied  at  seeing 
these  little  citizens,  who  tried  unsuccessfully  to  imitate 
the  court,  and  perhaps  because  he  thought  that  people 
did  not  cry,  "  Vive  le  roi !  Vive  le  Due  de  Berry !" 
enough,  for  the  soldiers  kept  silence,  he  was  in  a  very 
bad  humour. 

That  day  I  saw  him  very  well  during  the  review  at 
the  side  of  the  square  ;  and  Mons.  G-oulden,  Catharine, 
and  I  were  at  Witmann's,  the  leatherseller's,  on  the  first 
floor,  and  during  the  benediction  of  the  flag,  and  the 
"  Te  Deum"  in  the  church,  we  also  saw  him,  for  we 
had  the  fourth  bench  opposite  the  choir.  They  said 
that  he  was  like  Napoleon,  but  that  was  not  true  ;  he 
was  a  plain,  short,  thickset  man,  with  cheeks  pale 
from  fatigue,  and  not  lively  at  all,  but  quite  the  contrary. 
During  all  the  ceremony  he  did  nothing  but  yawn 
and  balance  himself  to  and  fro  on  his  hips  slowly, 
like  a  clock.  I  tell  you  what  I  saw  myself ;  and  that 
shows  how  blind  people  are,  and  how  they  want  to 
find  out  likenesses  everywhere. 

During  the  review,  I  also  recollected  how  the  Emperor 
used  to  come  on  horseback,  and  see  at  a  glance  if 
everything  was  in  order ;  while  the  duke  came  towards 
the  ranks  on  foot,  and  even  reproved  old  soldiers  once 
or  twice,  looking  at  them  in  a  baughty  way  That  was 
the  worst  of  all.  He  looked  at  Zebedee  in  that  manner, 
and  Zebedee  never  forgave  him  for  it. 

So  much  for  the  review.  But  a  graver  thing  was 
the  distribution  of  crosses  and  fleurs-de-lis.  When  I 
tell  you  that  all  the  mayors,  the  deputies,  tbe  coun- 
cillors of  Baraques  d'en  Haut,  and  of  Baraques  deg 
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Bois-de-Chenes,  of  Holdesloli,  and  Hirschland  received 
the  decoration  of  the  fleur-de-lis,  because  they  marched 
at  the  head  of  their  village  with  the  white  flag ;  and 
that  Pinacle,  because  he  had  arrived  first  with  the 
music  of  the  Bohemian  "Waldteufel,  who  played  before 
him  "  Vive  Henri  Quatre,"  and  five  or  six  other  white 
flags,  larger  than  all  the  rest,  received  the  cross  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour— when  I  tell  you  that,  you  may 
imagine  what  respectable  people  thought;  it  was  a 
complete  scandal. 

In  the  afternoon,  towards  four  o'clock,  the  prince 
departed  for  Strasbourg,  accompanied  by  all  the 
royalists  in  the  province,  riding,  some  on  good  horses, 
and  others,  like  Pinacle,  on  old  screws.  They  had 
prepared  dinner  for  him  in  the  direction  of  Saverne. 

One  thing  that  all  the  Phalsbourgians  of  that  day 
still  remember  is  that  the  prince  was  already  in  his 
chaise  and  was  being  driven  slowly  away,  when  an 
emigrant  officer,  bareheaded  and  in  uniform,  began 
running  after  it,  crying  out  in  a  lamentable  voice  that 
was  heard  all  over  the  square — 

"  Bread,  my  prince !  bread  for  my  children !" 

This  made  the  people  blush,  and  run  away  for  very 
shame. 

We  had  gone  back  into  our  own  house  in  silence ; 
Father  Goulden  seemed  thoughtful,  when  Aunt  Grethel 
urived. 

"  Well,  Mother  Grethel,"  said  he  to  her,  "  you  ought 
to  be  pleased." 

"And  why?" 

"  Pinacle  has  got  a  decoration." 

Then  she  turned  quite  green,  and  sat  down  ;  after  a 
jninute  she  said— <- 
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"  That's  the  most  rascally  thing  I .  ever  heard  of. 
But  if  the  prince  had  known  how  worthless  Pinacle  is, 
Mons.  Goulden,  instead  of  giving  him  a- cross,  he'd 
have  had  him  hanged." 

"  That's  just  the  mischief,"  answered  Mons.  Goulden. 
"  Those  people  do  so  many  things  of  this  sort  without 
knowing  it — and  when  they  get  to  know  it,  it  will  per- 
haps be  too  late." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Thus  it  was  that  Monseigneur  the  Duke  of  Berry 
visited  the  eastern  departments ;  his  most  trifling  words 
were  reported  far  and  wide ;  some  were  loud  in  praise 
of  his  infinite  graces,  and  others  were  silent. 

After  that  time,  the  idea  occurred  to  me  more  than 
once  that  all  these  emigrants,  all  these  half-pay  officers, 
all  these  preachers,  with  their  processions  and  their  ex- 
piations, would  overturn  everything  before  they  had 
done  ;  and  some  time  after,  at  the  beginning  of  winter, 
we  knew  thai;  it  was  not  only  in  our  part  of  the  country, 
but  far  back  in  Alsace  also,  that  affairs  were  being 
mismanaged  in  that  way. 

One  morning,  when  Father  Goulden  and  I  were  at 
work,  between  eleven  and  twelve  o'clock,  each  thinking 
his  own  thoughts,  and  while  Catharine  was  preparing 
the  table,  I  went  out  to  wash  my  hands  at  the  pump, 
as  I  was  accustomed  to  do  before  dinner.  An  old 
woman  was  wiping  her  feet  on  the  straw  mat  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs ;  she  shook  out  her  skirts  that  were 
covered  with  mud ;  in  her  hand  she  held  a  stick,  and  a 
large  chaplet  hung  round  her  neck.  As  I  looked  down 
on  her  from  the  top  of  the  stairs,  she  began  climbing 
up;  and  I  saw  at  once,  from  her  little  eyes  with  the 
crow's  feet  round  them,  and  her  little  mouth  surrounded 
by  numberless  wrinkles,  that  it  was  Anna  Marie,  the 
pilgrim  of  Saint-Witt. 
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This  poor  old  woman  used  often  to  bring  us  watches 
to  repair,  for  pious  persons  who  put  confidence  in  her  • 
and  Father  Goulden  was  always  glad  to  see  her. 

"Ah!"  he  cried,  "it's  Anna  Marie;  we'll  have  a 
good  pinch  of  snuff  together.  And  how  is  Mons.  the 
Cure  so-and-so  ?  and  how  is  Mons.  the  Vicar  so-and- 
so  ?  Does  he  keep  his  good  looks  yet  ?  And  Mons. 
Jacob  of  such-and-such  a  place  ?  and  the  old  Sacristan 
Niclausse  ?  Does  he  ring  the  bells  still  at  Dann,  at 
Hirschlancl,  and  at  Saint- Jean  ?  He  must  begin  to  be 
getting  very  old." 

"  Ah,  Mons.  Goulden,  thank  you  for  Mons.  Jacob ; 
you  know  that  he  lost  Mademoiselle  Christine  last 
year." 

"  What,  what  ?  Mademoiselle  Christine  ?" 

"  Yes,  alas !" 

"  What  a  misfortune !  Well,  we  must  remember 
that  we  are  all  mortal." 

"  Yes,  Mons.  Goulden  ;  and  then,  one  has  the  bene- 
fit of  receiving  the  holy  consolations  of  the  Church." 

"  Certainly,  certainly  ;  that's  the  chief  thing." 

In  that  way  they  used  to  talk,  and  Father  Goulden 
laughed  quietly  to  him  self.  He  knew  everything  that  hap- 
pened in  the  sacristy  for  six  leagues  round  the  town. 
From  time  to  time  he  would  give  me  a  sly  look.  I  had 
seen  such  looks  a  hundred  times  during  my  apprentice- 
ship ;  but  it  will  be  understood  that,  on  this  day,  Mons. 
Goulden  was  more  anxious  than  usual  to  learn  what 
was  going  on  in  the  country. 

"  Ah,  it's  Anna  Marie  !"  said  he,  rising ;  "  why,  how 
Jong  is  it  since  we  saw  you  last  ?" 

"  Three  months,  Mons.  Goulden,  a  good  three 
months  ;  I've  been  making  pilgrimages  to  Saint-Witt, 
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to  Saint-Odille,  to  Marienthal,  and  to  Haslach.  I  bad 
vows  to  pay  to  all  the  saints  in  Alsace,  in  Lorraine, 
and  in  the  Vosgcs.  At  last,  I  have  almost  got  through ; 
T  have  only  Saint-Quirin  to  do  now." 

"Ah,  so  much  the  better — your  affairs  are  going 
well.  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  Sit  doAvn,  Anna  Marie,  and 
rest." 

I  could  see  in  his  eyes  how  pleased  he  was  to  make 
the  old  woman  tell  her  chaplet.  But  it  appeared  that 
Anna  Marie  bad  business  elsewhere. 

"Ah,  Mons.  Goulden!"  she  said,  "I  cannot  to-day. 
for  the  others  are  before  me ;  I  mean  Mother  Ewig, 
Gaspard  Rosenkrantz,  and  Jacob  Heilig.  I  must  get 
as  far  as  Saint-Quirin  this  evening,  and  I  only  called  in 
to  tell  you  that  the  clock  at  Dosenheim  is  out  of  order, 
and  they  want  you  to  repair  it." 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  you'll  stay  a  little." 

"  No,  I  cannot ;  I'm  very  sorry,  Mons.  Goulden,  but 
I  must  finish  my  round." 

She  had  already  taken  up  her  parcel,  and  Mons. 
Goulden  looked  quite  put  out ;  when  Catharine,  who 
was  putting  the  great  dish  of  cabbage  on  the  table, 
baid — 

"  What,  you  are  going  away,  Anna  Marie  ?  What 
are  you  thinking  of  ?     Here's  your  plate  ready  for  you." 

Then  the  old  woman  turned  her  head,  and  saw  the 
great  smoking  soup-tureen,  and  the  cabbages,  which 
cast  a  savoury  smell  all  round. 

"  I'm  in  a  great  hurry,"  she  said,  doubtfully. 

"  Bah,  you've  good  legs,"  retorted  Catharine,  with  a 
merry  glance  in  Mons.  Goulden' s  direction. 

"  Oh,  for  that,  thank  God  my  limbs  are  sound  enough 
yet." 
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"  Very  well,  then,  sit  down,  and  get  up  your  strength 
a  little  ;  it's  a  hard  occupation  to  be  always  walking." 

"  Tes,  Madame  Bertha,  certainly ;  the  fifteen  pence 
one  gets  are  hardly  earned,  I  can  tell  you." 

I  set  the  chairs  round,  and  said — 

"  Come,  sit  down,  Anna  Marie,  and  give  me  your 
stick." 

"  I  must  do  as  you  wish,"  she  replied ;  "  but  I  shall 
not  stay  long  ;  I  will  only  eat  a  mouthful,  and  then  I 
must  go." 

"Yes,  yes,  that's  understood,  Anna  Marie,"  said 
Mo«s.  Goulden  ;  "  you  shall  not  be  detained  long." 

We  had  taken  our  places,  and  Mons.  Goulden  began 
to  help  us.  Catharine  glanced  at  me  with  a  smile,  and 
I  said  to  myself,  "  The  women  are  cleverer  than  we, 
after  all." 

I  felt  very  glad.  What  can  a  man  wish  for  better 
than  to  have  a  clever  wife  ?  She  is  a  real  treasure  ;  and 
I've  often  noticed  that  men  are  very  happy  who  let 
themselves  be  led  by  wives  of  that  kind. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  when  she  was  once  at  table, 
near  a  good  stove,  instead  of  being  in  the  open  air,  with 
her  feet  in  the  mud,  and  feeling  the  November  wind 
whistling  through  her  skirts — it  will  be  imagined,  I  say, 
that  Anna  Marie  gave  up  the  idea  of  setting  out  imme- 
diately. She  was  a  good  creature,  and  at  the  age  of 
sixty-five  years  she  still  supported  two  little  children 
of  her  son's,  who  had  died  some  years  before.  And  when 
one  has  to  travel  the  country  at  that  age,  to  receive  the 
wind,  and  the  rail),  and  the  snow  on  one's  back,  to  sleep 
in  barns  and  stables  on  straw,  and  to  eat  nothing  but 
potatoes  three  days  out  of  the  four,  and  not  always  as 
many  of  those  as  one  would  like — all  this  is  not  likely 
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to  make  one  despise  a  good  plateful  of  hot  soup,  a  good 
piece  of  smoked  bacon,  with  good  cabbage,  and  two  or 
three  glasses  of  wine  to  warm  one's  heart !  No,  one 
must  look  at  things  as  they  are ;  the  life  of  these  poor 
people  is  a  very  sad  one,  and  every  one  would  do  well 
to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  on  his  own  account. 

Anna  Marie  seemed  to  understand  the  difference 
between  being  at  table  and  being  on  the  road  ;  ahe  ate 
with  a  good  appetite,  and  seemed  quite  to  enjoy  telling 
us  all  she  had  heard  dm-ing  her  last  rounds. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  everything  is  going  well  now  ;  all 
these  processions  and  expiations  that  you  have  seen  are 
nothing  yet ;  it  must  increase  from  day  to  day.  And 
you  must  know  that  there  are  missionaries  coming 
among  us,  as  they  used  to  go  among  savages  in  the 
old  times,  to  convert  us,  and  that  they  come  from 
Mons.  Forbin- Janson  and  Mons.  de  Eatizan,  because  the 
corruption  of  the  times  is  too  great.  And  they  are 
going  to  build  up  the  convents  again,  everywhere,  and 
the  barriers  are  to  be  put  back  on  the  roads,  just  as 
before  the  rebellion  of  five-and-twenty  years  ago  !  And 
when  the  pilgrims  arrive  at  the  gates  of  the  convents, 
as  soon  as  they  ring,  the  doors  will  be  opened  to  them 
directly;  the  lay  brother  will  bring  them  bowls  of 
gravy  soup,  with  meat  in  it,  on  ordinary  days,  and 
bowls  of  soup  meagre,  with  fish,  on  Fridays  and  Satur- 
days, and  every  day  in  Lent.  In  that  way  piety  will 
increase,  and  everybody  will  want  to  be  a  pilgrim. 
But  the  religious  ladies  of  Bischofsheim  have  said  that 
only  the  old  pilgrims,  who  follow  it  from  father  to  son, 
as  we  do,  will  be  allowed  to  go  on  pilgrimages,  because 
every  one  is  to  remain  in  his  station ;  the  peasants  are 
to  be  attached  to  the  soil,   and  the  seigneurs  are  to 


90  Waterloo. 

ave  their  castles  back  to  govern  them.  I've  heard 
these  things  myself,  -with  my  own  ears,  at  the  religious 
ladies',  who  are  to  have  their  dowries  back  again, 
because  they  have  come  back  from  exile,  and  they  must 
have  their  dowries  back  to  build  up  the  chapel  again  ; 
that's  an  assured  thing. 

"Ah,  good  Heaven,  if  it  were  only  done,  and  I  could 
have  the  benefit  of  it  in  my  old  age !  I've  been  fasting 
a  long  time  now,  and  my  granddaughters  too.  I  shall 
take  them  with  me,  I  shall  teach  them  prayers,  and  I 
shall  have  the  consolation,  at  my  death,  to  leave  them  a 
good  profession." 

When  we  heard  her  tell  these  things,  contrary  as 
they  were  to  common  sense,  we  were  still  quite  moved, 
because  she  wept  with  pleasure,  beforehand,  at  the 
thought  of  seeing  her  grandchildren  begging  at  the 
gates  of  convents,  and  the  lay  brother  bringing  out  soup 
to  them. 

"  And  you  must  know  also,"  she  said,  "  that  Mons. 
de  Eauzan  and  the  Reverend  Mons.  Tarin  desire  that 
the  chateaux  shall  be  rebuilt;  and  that  the  forests,  the 
meadows,  and  the  fields  are  to  be  given  up  to  the 
nobles,  and  that  all  the  old  ponds  are  to  be  filled  with 
water  provisionally,  because  the  ponds  belong  to  the 
reverend  fathers,  who  have  not  time  to  plough,  to 
sow,  and  to  reap ;  everything  must  come  by  itself  to 
them." 

"But  tell  me,  Anna  Marie,"  said  Father  G-oulden,  "  is 
all  this  quite  sure  that  you  are  telling  us  ?  I  can 
hardly  believe  that  such  great  happiness  is  reserved  for 
us." 

"  It  is  perfectly  sure,  Mons.  Goulden,"  she  replied. 
"  Mons.  the  Count  d'Artois  wants  to  be  saved,  and  that 
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he  may  be  saved  all  must  be  put  back  into  its  right 
order.  At  Marienthal  Mons.  tbe  Vicar  Antoine  told  us 
the  same  things  agrS  last  week.  They  are  things,  you 
see,  that  come  from  above.  Only  one  must  still  have  a 
little  patience ;  the  hearts  of  the  people  must  grow 
accustomed  to  these  things  by  preachings  and  expia- 
tions. Those  who  won't  accustom  themselves  to  them, 
like  the  Jews  and  the  Lutherans,  will  be  compelled. 
And  the  Jacobins " 

When  she  mentioned  the  Jacobins,  Anna  Marie  all  at 
once  looked  at  Mons.  Goulden,  and  turned  red  to  the 
ears  ;  but  she  recovered  herself,  for  he  was  smiling. 

"  Among  the  Jacobins,"  she  then  said,  "  there  are 
certainly  some  very  good  people.  But  the  poor  must 
live  for  all  that.  The  Jacobins  took  the  property  of 
the  poor  away,  and  that's  not  right." 

"  But  where  did  they  take  the  poor  people's  property 
from,  Anna  Marie?" 

"Listen,  Mons.  Goulden.  The  monks  and  the  capu- 
chins had  the  poor  people's  property,  and  the  Jacobins 
divided  it  all  amongst  themselves." 

"  Ah,  I  understand,  I  understand,"  said  Father 
Goulden.  "  The  monks  and  the  capuchins  had  your 
property,  Anna  Marie.  Now  I  should  never  have  guessed 
that." 

Mons.  Goulden  continued  to  smile ;  and  Anna  Marie 
said — 

"  I  knew  very  well  that  we  should  agree  in  the 
end." 

"Yes,  yes,  we  agree,"  said  he  kindly. 

I  listened  to  this  talk  without  saying  anything,  being 
naturally  curious  to  hear  what  was  going  to  happen  tf 
as.     It  was  easy  to  see  that  Anna  Marie  was  reporting 
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to  us  what  she  had  picked  up  during  her  last  jour- 
ney. 

She  also  observed  that  miracles  were  going  to  begin 
again  ;  that  Saint  Quirinus,  Saint  Odille,  and  the  rest 
would  not  work  miracles  under  the  usurper ;  but  that 
now  the  miracles  were  already  beginning  again ;  for 
that  the  little  black  statue  of  St.  John,  at  Korzeroth, 
when  it  saw  the  old  prior  come  back  from  exile,  had 
actually  shed  tears. 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  understand,"  said  Mons.  G-oulden ; 
"  that  does  not  astonish  me  ;  after  the  expiations  and 
processions,  the  saints  must  certainly  work  miracles 
too ;  that's  nothing  but  natural,  Anna  Marie,  that's 
nothing  but  natural." 

"  Certainly,  Mons.  Goulden  ;  and  when  folks  see  the 
miracles  their  faith  will  return." 

"  That's  clear,  that's  clear." 

The  dinner  was  over  by  this  time.  Anna  Marie, 
seeing  that  nothing  more  appeared,  remembered  that 
she  was  behind  time,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Good  Heavens,  there's  one  o'clock  striking  ;  and 
the  others  must  be  almost  at  Eschewiller  by  this  time. 
I  must  bid  you  farewell  now." 

She  had  got  up,  and  seized  her  stick  with  an  impor- 
tant air  of  business. 

"  Well,  a  happy  journey  to  you,  Anna  Marie,"  said 
Mons.  Goulden ;  "  and  don't  let  us  wait  so  long  for  you 
next  time." 

"  Ah,  Mons.  Goulden,"  she  said,  at  the  door,  "  it's 
not  my  fault  that  I  don't  sit  at  your  table  every  day." 

She  laughed,  and  added,  as  she  took  up  her  parcel — 

"  Good-bye  till  we  meet  again  ;  and  for  the  good  yot 
have  done  me  I  will  pray  to  the  blessed  Quirinus  to 
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send  you  a  big  boy,  as  red  and  fresh  as  a  pippin.  You 
sec,  Madame  Bertha,  that's  all  a  poor  old  woman  like 
hie  can  do." 

When  I  heard  these  pleasant  words,  I  said  to  myself, 
"  This  poor  old  Anna  Marie  is  a  good  soul,  after  all. 
What  she  has  been  talking  about  is  just  what  I  wish 
most  in  the  whole  world.     May  Heaven  hear  her  !" 

I  was  quite  moved  by  this  good  wish.  Then  she 
went  downstairs,  and  when  we  heard  her  shutting  the 
door  below  behind  her,  Catharine  began  laughing,  and 
said — 

"  This  time  she  has  unloaded  her  budget  well." 

"Yes,  my  children,"  replied  Mons.  Goulden,  who 
looked  quite  pensive ;  "  that's  what  may  be  called 
human  ignorance.  One  would  think  that  poor  old 
creature  invented  all  this ;  unfortunately  she  picks  it  all 
up,  right  and  left;  it  is  word  for  word  what  the 
emigrants  think,  and  what  their  journals  are  repeating 
day  by  day,  and  what  the  preachers  are  preaching 
openly  in  all  the  churches.  Louis  XVIII.  is  in  their 
way ;  he  has  too  much  good  sense  to  please  them ; 
their  real  king  is  Monseigneur  the  Count  of  Artois, 
who  wants  to  be  saved ;  and  in  order  that  monseigneur 
may  do  that,  it  is  necessary  that  everything  should  be 
put  back  into  the  state  it  was  in  before  the  rebellion 
of  five-and-twenty  years  ago.  It  is  requisite  that  the 
national  lands  should  be  restored  to  their  old  pro- 
prietors ;  it  is  necessary  that  the  nobility  shall  have 
their  privileges,  as  in  1788,  and  shall  engross  all  grades 
of  command  in  the  army ;  it  is  necessary  that  the 
Catholic  and  Apostolic  religion  shall  be  the  only  reli- 
gion in  the  state  ;  Sunday  and  the  saints'  days  must  bo 
observed ;  and  it  is  necessary  that  heretics  be  driven  out 
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from  all  offices,  and  that  the  priests  alone  give  instruc- 
tion to  the  children  of  the  people  ;  it  is  necessary  that 
this  great  and  terrible  nation,  which  for  five-and-twenty 
years  has  carried  its  ideas  of  liberty,  equality,  and  fra- 
ternity through  all  the  world,  by  means  of  good  sense 
and  of  victories,  and  which  wotild  never  have  been  van- 
quished if  the  Emperor  had  not  made  an  alliance 
with  the  kings  at  Tilsit ;  it  is  necessary  that  this 
nation,  which  in  a  few  years  has  produced  as  many 
great  captains,  orators,  learned  men  and  geniuses  of 
all  kinds,  as  the  noble  families  have  produced  in  two 
thousand  years,  should  yield  up  everything,  and  be  set 
to  scratching  the  earth  again  ;  while  the  others,  who 
are  not  one  to  a  thousand  of  the  people,  gorge  them- 
selves from  generation  to  generation,  and  live  easy 
lives  at  the  people's  expense !  Oh,  most  certainly  the 
fields  and  meadows  and  ponds  will  be  given  up,  as  Anna 
Marie  has  said,  and  the  people  will  build  up  the  castles 
again,  and  the  convents ;  there  can  be  no  doubt  about 
that ;  to  be  agreeable  to  Mons.  the  Count  of  Artois, 
and  help  him  to  carry  out  his  intentions,  that's  the 
best  the  people  can  do  ...  .  such  a  great  prince  as 
that !" 

Then  Father  G-ouldcn  clasped  his  hands  and  looked 
at  the  ceiling,  and  he  said — 

"  Oh,  Heaven  !  that  has  caused  the  little  black  St. 
John  of  Kortzeroth  to  work  so  many  miracles,  if  thou 
couldst  but  make  one  single  ray  of  common  sense  enter 
the  heads  of  monseigneur  and  his  friends,  I  think  this 
would  be  finer  still  than  the  tears  of  the  little  saint ! 
And  that  other  man,  yonder  in  his  island,  with  hia 
clear  eyes,  he's  like  a  hawk,  making  believe  to  sleep, 
while  he  sees  geese  dabbling  <ibout  in  a  pond-— remem* 
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ber  that  five  or  six  beats  of  his  wings  would  bring  him 
upon  them ;  the  geese  will  fly  away,  but  we  shall  have 
all  Europe  upon  our  shoulders  once  more." 

He  said  these  words  with  a  grave  air,  and  I  looked 
at  Catharine,  not  knowing  whether  to  laugh  or  cry. 
All  at  once  he  sat  down  and  said — 

"  Come,  Joseph,  all  this  is  not  cheerful ;  but  what 
are  we  to  do  ?  It's  time  to  sit  down  to  our  work  again. 
Just  look  and  see  what's  the  matter  with  Mons.  le 
Cure  Jacob's  watch." 

Then  Catharine  took  awaj  the  cloth,  and  we  settled 
to  work  again. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

The  winter  had  come.  It  was  a  rainy  winter,  witb 
intervals  of  snow  and  wind.  In  those  days,  the  roofs 
were  not  yet  provided  with  gutters ;  the  rain  used  to 
drop  from  the  tiles,  and  the  wind  blew  it  into  the 
middle  of  the  streets.  The  plashing  was  heard  all  day 
long,  while  the  stove  hummed,  and  Catharine  moved 
about  around  us,  looking  to  the  fire,  now  and  then 
lifting  up  the  covers  of  the  saucepans,  and  at  intervals 
singing  in  a  low  voice  as  she  sat  at  her  wheel.  Father 
Goulden  and  I  had  become  so  accustomed  to  this  hind 
of  life,  that  our  work  was  done,  so  to  speak,  Avithout 
our  thinking  of  it.  We  had  nothing  to  disturb  our- 
selves about.  The  table  was  always  laid,  and  the  dinner 
served,  at  twelve  o'clock  precisely  It  was  real  family 
life. 

In  the  evening,  Moiis.  Goulden  used  to  go  out  after 
supper,  to  read  the  Gazette  at  Hoffmann's  Cafe,  with 
his  old  cloak  well  drawn  up  over  his  shoulders,  and  his 
great  fox- skin  cap  drawn  down  over  his  ears.  In  spii.v 
of  these  precautions,  sometimes,  after  ten  o'clock  at 
night,  when  we  were  already  in  bed,  we  heard  him  come 
back  coughing,  when  he  had  got  his  feet  wet.  Then 
Catharine  said  to  me — 

"  He's  coughing  now ;  he  thinks  himself  as  young 
as  when  he  was  twenty  years  old." 

And  in  the  morning  she  did  not  hesitate  to  scold 
him. 
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"  Moris.  Goulden,"  she  would  say,  "  you  arc  not 
prudent.  You  have  a  bad  cold,  and  you  go  out  every 
evening." 

"  What  would  you  have,  my  child  ?"  he  would  answer. 
"  I've  got  into  the  habit  of  reading  the  newspaper  now; 
the  habit  has  got  the  better  of  me.  I'm  always  want- 
ing to  know  what  Benjamin  Constant  and  the  rest  of 
them  say.  It's  like  a  second  life  to  me,  and  often  I 
think  '  They  might  have  mentioned  this  thing  or  that. 
If  Melchior  Goulden  had  been  there,  he  would  have 
enlarged  on  such  and  such  a  theme,  and  that  could  not 
have  failed  to  pi-oduce  a  great  effect.'  " 

Then  he  would  shake  his  head,  and  laugh,  as  he 
eaid — 

"  Every  one  thinks  he  has  more  cleverness  and  good 
sense  than  other  people ;  but  I'm  always  pleased  with 
Benjamin  Constant." 

"We  did  not  know  what  to  answer,  for  his  love  for  the 
newspaper  was  too  great.  But  one  day  Catharine  said 
to  him — 

"  Mons.  G-oulden,  if  you  want  to  hear  the  news  now, 
that's  no  reason  why  you  should  make  yourself  ill. 
Why  don't  you  do  like  the  old  carpenter  Carabin? 
He  made  an  arrangement,  last  week,  with  Father  Hoff- 
mann, who  sends  him  the  newspaper  after  seven  o'clock, 
when  the  others  have  read  it,  for  payment  of  three 
francs  a  month.  In  this  way,  without  putting  himself 
to  any  trouble,  Carabin  knows  all  that  is  going  on,  and 
his  wife,  old  Bebel,  too ;  they  talk  over  these  matters 
between  themselves,  in  the  chimney  corner,  and  argue 
together  about  them;  and  that's  what  you  ought 
to"do." 

"Well,  do    you  know,  Catharine,  that's   a  famous 
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idea,"  said  Mons.   Goulden.     "But,  you  see  —  three 
francs !" 

"  The  three  francs  are  nothing,"  I  then  struck  in ; 
"  the  chief  thing  is,  not  to  get  ill.  You  cough  every 
evening  like  an  invalid,  and  this  must  not  go  on." 

These  words  of  mine,  far  from  vexing  him,  pleased 
him ;  for  he  saw  that  we  spoke  from  affection  for  him, 
and  that  he  ought  to  listen  to  us. 

"  Very  well,"  he  said,  "  we  will  try  to  arrange  matters 
as  you  wish.  I'm  the  more  ready,  because  a  crowd  of 
officers  on  half-pay  fill  the  cafes  from  morning  till 
night,  passing  the  Gazette  about  to  each  other,  so  that 
one  has  to  wait  two  hours  sometimes  before  one  can 
get  hold  of  it.     Tes,  Catharine  is  right." 

And  that  very  day  he  went  to  see  Father  Hoffmann 
about  it ;  and  the  end  was  that  Michel,  one  of  the 
waiters  at  the  cafe,  used  to  bring  us  the  Gazette  every 
evening  after  seven  o'clock,  just  as  we  rose  from  table. 
Each  time  we  heard  him  coming  upstairs  it  was  a  real 
pleasure  to  us ;  and  we  all  said — 

"  Here  comes  the  Gazette !" 

Then  we  would  get  up  from  table.  Catharine  made 
haste  to  take  away  the  cloth,  and  put  everything  in 
order ;  I  would  put  a  good  large  log  in  the  fire  ;  Mons. 
Goulden  took  his  spectacles  from  their  case,  and  while 
Catharine  knitted,  and  I  smoked  my  pipe  like  an  old 
soldier,  watching  the  flame  dancing  in  the  stove,  he 
used  to  read  us  the  news  from  Paris.  No  one  can 
imagine  how  glad  we  were  to  find  Benjamin  Constant 
and  two  or  three  others  upholding  what  we  ourselves 
thought  to  be  right.  Sometimes  Mons.  Goulden  was 
obliged  to  pause  to  wipe  his  spectacles,  and  then 
Catharine  would  exclaim — 
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"  Hoav  well  those  people  speak  !  Those  are  what  one 
may  call  sensible  men !  Yes,  what  they  maintain  is 
just — it's  the  simple  truth  !" 

Both  of  us  approved.  Father  G-oulden  only  used  t« 
think  tliat  this  or  that  subject  might  have  been  men- 
tioned, but  that  what  was  said  was  good.  Then  he 
would  continue  his  reading,  which  lasted  till  ten 
o'clock ;  and  then  we  would  go  to  bed,  thinking  of 
what  we  had  heard. 

Outside,  the  wind  whistled  as  it  whistles  at  Phals- 
bourg ;  the  weathercocks  turned  creaking  in  their 
sockets,  and  the  rain  beat  against  the  walls ;  and  we, 
warm  and  comfortable,  listened  to  it,  thanking  Heaven 
for  our  shelter,  till  sleep  came  and  made  us  forget 
everything.  Ah,  how  sweetly  one  sleeps,  and  how 
happy  one  is,  when  the  mind  is  at  rest,  and  one  has 
strength  and  health,  and  the  love  and  respect  of  those 
whom  one  loves  !  What  can  one  wish  for  more  in  this 
world  ?  Days,  weeks,  and  months  passed  away  in  this 
manner ;  we  became  in  a  certain  way  politicians  ;  and 
when  the  ministers  were  going  to  speak,  we  used  to 
think  beforehand — 

"  Ah !  the  rascals,  they're  going  to  deceive  us ;  ah  ! 
the  bad  race — they  ought  to  be  driven  away,  every 
one  of  them." 

Catharine  especially  could  not  endure  these  people  ; 
and  when  Mother  Grethel  came  and  spoke  to  us  as  she 
used  to  do  about  our  good  king  Louis  XVIII.,  we  used 
to  let  her  have  her  say  out  of  respect  for  her,  but  we 
pitied  her  for  being  so  blind  concerning  the  affairs  oi 
the  country. 

It  must  be  remarked,  moreover,  that  these  emigrants, 
ministers,  and  princes  behaved  towards  us  like  down* 
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right  insolent  people.  If  Mons.  the  Count  of  Artois 
and  his  sons  had  put  themselves  at  the  head  of  the 
Bretons,  if  they  had  marched  upon  Paris  and  gained  the 
victory,  they  would  have  had  a  right  to  say  to  us  :  "  We 
are  your  masters,  and  we  lay  down  the  law  for  you." 
But  to  have  been  driven  away  in  the  first  instance,  and 
then  to  have  been  brought  back  by  the  Prussians  and 
the  Russians,  and  then  to  set  about  humiliating  us, 
that  was  a  very  disagreeable  thing !  The  older  I  grow 
the  more  certain  I  feel  of  that ;  it  was  shameful ! 

Zebedee,  too,  used  to  come  and  see  us  from  time  to 
time,  and  he  knew  everything  we  read  in  the  Gazette. 
He  it  was  who  first  told  us  how  some  young  emigrants 
had  driven  General  Vandamme  from  the  presence  of 
the  king.  That  old  soldier,  who  had  come  home  from 
a  Russian  prison,  and  whom  all  the  army  respected,  in 
spite  of  his  misfortune  at  Kulm,  had  been  led  out  by 
them,  they  telling  him  that  this  was  no  place  for  him. 
Yandamme  had  been  colonel  of  a  regiment  quartered  at 
Phalsbourg  ;  all  the  town  knew  him  ;  and  no  one  can  de- 
scribe the  indignation  the  honest  people  felt  at  this  news. 

It  was  Zebedee,  too,  who  told  us  that  lawsuits  were 
being  carried  on  against  the  half-pay  officers,  and  that 
their  letters  were  stolen  in  the  post-office,  to  try  and 
make  them  appear  as  traitors.  A  little  while  afterwards 
he  told  us  that  the  officers'  daughters  at  the  school  of 
St.  Denis  were  to  bo  sent  away  with  a  pension  of 
two  hundred  francs  each  ;  and  afterwards,  that  the 
emigres  wanted  to  have  the  sole  right  of  sending  their 
sons  to  the  schools  of  St.  Cyr  and  La  Fesche,  whence 
they  were  to  emerge  as  officers  ;  while  the  people  were 
to  remain  common  soldiers  at  a  halfpenny  a  day,  for 
all  time  to  come. 
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The  gazettes  told  the  same  tale,  but  Zebedee  knew  'a. 
number  of  particulars  ;  every  one  of  the  soldiers  knew 
all  about  it.  I  could  never  describe  to  you  Zebedee1  a 
face,  as  be  sat  by  the  stove,  with  his  black  short  pipe 
in  his  mouth,  telling  us  these  abominations  ;  his  great 
nose  used  to  grow  quite  white,  the  lids  twitched  at  the 
corners  of  his  light  grey  eyes,  and  from  time  to  time  he 
would  affect  to  laugh,  muttering — ■ 

"  It's  going  on — it's  going  on!" 

"  And  what  do  the  other  soldiers  think  of  all  this  ?" 
asked  Mons.  G-oulden. 

"  Why,  they  think  it's  going  on  well.  When  one 
has  spilt  one's  blood  for  France  during  twenty  years — 
when  one  has  seen  ten,  or  fifteen,  or  twenty  campaigns, 
has  got  three  stripes  and  is  covered  with  wounds,  it's 
a  cheerful  thing,  Father  Goulden,  to  hear  that  one's  old 
chiefs  are  being  sent  away,  that  their  daughters  are 
being  turned  out,  and  that  the  sons  of  those  men  are 
going  to  be  officers  for  ever."  And  as  he  said  this,  his 
cheeks  trembled,  up  to  his  ears. 

"  Certainly,  certainly,  it's  unfortunate,"  said  Father 
Goulden,  "  but  discipline  must  always  be  kept  up  ;  the 
marshals  obey  the  ministers,  the  officers  obey  the  mar- 
shals, and  the  soldiers  the  officers." 

"  You  are  right,"  answered  Zebedee.  "  But  they're 
beating  the  tattoo." 

And  then  he  would  shake  hands  with  us,  and  run  off 
hastily  to  the  barracks. 

Thus  the  whole  winter  passed  away.  The  indigna- 
tion became  greater  from  day  to  day.  The  town  was 
full  of  half-pay  officers  who  dared  no  longer  stay  in 
Paris — lieutenants,  captains,  commandants,  colonels  of 
all  the  infantry  and  cavalry  regiments ;    people   wno 


102  Waterloo, 

lived  on  a  small  glass  of  spirits  and  a  crust  of  bread, 
?nd  who  were  the  more  unhappy  inasmuch  as  they  had 
to  keep  up  appearances.  Fancy  men  of  this  kind,  with 
hollow  cheeks,  close-cut  hair,  their  eyes  flashing,  with 
their  great  moustaches,  and  their  old  regulation  great- 
coats, the  buttons  of  which  they  had  been  obliged  to 
change.  Fancy  them  walking  about  three,  or  six,  or 
ten  in  a  group,  on  the  great  square,  with  great  sword- 
sticks  hanging  from  their  button-holes,  and  their  great 
cocked  hats  set  square  across  their  shoulders,  always 
well  brushed,  but  so  worn  and  shabby  that  you  thought 
at  once  they  could  not  have  a  quarter  enough  to  eat. 
Still  you  could  not  help  saying  to  yourself — "  These  are 
the  victors  of  Jemmapes,  Fleurus,  Zurich,  Hohen- 
linden,  Marengo,  Austerlitz,  Friedland,  and  Wagram  ; 
if  we  are  proud  of  being  Frenchmen,  it's  not  the  Count 
of  Artois  or  the  Duke  of  Berry  or  of  Angoideme  who 
can  boast  of  being  the  cause  of  our  pride,  but  those  men 
yonder.  And  now  they're  left  to  perish,  and  the  very 
bread  is  refused  them,  while  emigrants  are  put  in  their 
places.  It's  really  an  abomination."  It  did  not  need 
for  a  man  to  have  much  good  sense,  or  kindness,  or 
justice  to  see  that  this  was  against  nature. 

For  my  part,  I  could  not  bear  to  see  these  wretched 
people ;  it  made  my  heart  ache.  When  a  man  has 
served,  if  it  be  only  for  six  months,  the  feeling  of 
respect  for  his  old  chiefs,  for  those  whom  he  has  seen 
in  the  front,  in  the  fire,  always  remains  with  him.  I 
was  ashamed  of  my  country  for  suffering  such  scan- 
dalous things  to  be  done. 

One  thing  that  I  shall  never  forget  is  how,  at  the  end 
of  the  month  of  January,  1815,  two  of  these  half-pay 
oflicn's,  one  of  them  tall  and  thin,  his  head  already  grey, 
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known  by  the  name  of  Colonel  Falconette,  and  who  seemed 
to  Lave  served  in  the  infantry,  the  other  short  and  thick- 
set, who  was  called  Commandant  Margarot,  and  still 
wore  his  whiskers  hussar-fashion— how  these  two  men 
came  and  offered  to  sell  us  a  signet  watch.  It  was  about 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning.  I  think  I  see  them  now, 
entering  gravely,  the  colonel  in  his  high  collar,  and  the 
other  with  his  head  sunk  deep  between  his  shoulders. 
Their  watch  was  a  gold  one,  in  a  double  case,  a  re- 
peater ;  it  marked  the  seconds,  and  only  required  wind- 
ing up  once  a  week.  I  had  never  seen  such  a  beauty. 
Mons.  Coulden  was  examining  it.  I  turned  round  on 
my  chair,  and  looked  at  the  two  men,  who  seemed  ter- 
ribly in  want  of  money ;  the  hussar  especially,  with  his 
brown  bony  face,  his  great  reddish  moustache,  his  little 
brown  eyes,  his  broad  shoulders,  and  his  long  arms 
hanging  down  by  his  sides,  inspired  me  with  profound 
respect.  I  thought,  "  When  that  man  held  his  hussar's 
sabre  with  that  long  arm  stretched  out,  he  could  reach 
far ;  his  little  eyes  must  have  flashed  under  his  thick 
eyebrows  ;  he  could  cut  and  thrust  like  lightning."  I 
pictured  him  to  myself  in  a  charge,  half-hidden  behind 
the  head  of  his  horse,  with  his  point  well  forward,  and 
then  my  admiration  increased  still  more. 

I  then  suddenly  remembered  that  Commandant 
Marerarot  and  Colonel  Falconette  had  killed  Austrian 
and  Eussian  officers  in  duels  behind  the  Green  Tree, 
and  that  all  the  town  had  been  talking  of  them  five 
months  before,  when  the  allies  passed  through.  And 
then  the  tall  colonel,  with  no  shirt-collar  round  his  neck, 
thin,  dull,  and  pale  as  he  looked,  with  his  grey  hair  and 
cold  manner,  seemed  to  me  very  respectable. 

I  waited  to  hear  what  Father  Goulden  would  say 
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about  their  watch.  He  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  it 
with  a  kind  of  profound  admiration,  while  the  two  men 
waited  with  a  quiet  look,  haxt  still  with  the  appearance 
of  people  ill  at  ease,  and  unable  to  hide  their  einban-ass- 
ment 

At  last  Mons.  Goulden  said — 

"  This,  gentlemen,  is  a  beautiful  j»iece  of  workman- 
ship ;  it's  what  one  may  call  a  watch  for  a  prince." 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  hussar ;  "  and  it  is  from  a 
prince  that  I  received  it,  after  the  battle  of  Kabbe." 

He  looked  at  the  other,  who  said  nothing. 

Then  Mons.  Goulden,  looking  more  attentively  at 
them,  saw  that  they  were  in  great  distress.  Then  he 
took  off  his  black  silk  cap,  and  slowly  rose,  and 
said — 

"  Gentlemen,  don't  be  offended  at  what  I  am  going 
to  say,  for  I  am,  like  yourselves,  an  old  soldier.  I 
have  served  France  under  the  Eepublic,  and  I  can 
understand  that  it  must  be  a  real  heartbreak  to  be 
obliged  to  sell  an  article  of  this  kind,  an  article  that 
reminds  us  of  a  fine  action  in  our  life,  and  recalls  tha 
memory  of  a  chief  Avko  is  clear  to  us." 

I  had  never  heard  Father  Goulden  speak  with  so 
much  emotion.  He  stood  with  his  bald  head  bent 
down  in  a  mournful  way.  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  as  if  to  avoid  seeing  the  sorrow  of  those  to 
whom  he  spoke.  The  commandant  had  turned  quite 
red,  his  little  eyes  appeared  clouded,  and  his  great 
fingers  twitched ;  the  colonel  had  become  as  pale  as 
death.     I  should  have  liked  to  go  away. 

Mons.  Goulden  went  on,  and  said — 

"  This  watch  is  worth  more  than  a  thousand  francs. 
1  have  not  this  sum  in  hand  just  now,  and,  moreover, 
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I  should  greatly  regret  depriving  you  of  such  a  re- 
membrance. This  is  the  offer  I  therefore  make  you. 
Tf  vou  like  the  watch  shall  remain  in  my  shop-front ; 
it  av ill  still  be  yours,  and  I  will  advance  you  two 
hundred  francs,  which  you  can  return  to  me  when 
you  come  to  take  it  away." 

On  hearing  this  the  hussar  stretched  out  his  great 
hairy  hands,  as  if  he  would  have  embraced  Father 
Goulden. 

"  You  are  a  good  patriot !"  he  cried  out.  "  Colin 
told  us  so !  Ah,  monsieur,  I  shall  never  forget  the 
service  you  are  doing  me  !  That  watch — I  received  it 
from  Prince  Eugene  for  a  daring  act,  and  I  value  it 
like  my  own  life-blood !     But  poverty " 

"  Commandant!"  cried  the  other,  with  a  white  face. 

But  the  hussar  would  not  listen  to  him  ;  he  put  him 
aside  with  his  hand  and  went  on — 

"  No,  colonel,  let  me  speak — wc  are  among  ourselves  ; 
an  old  soldier  may  hear  me.  They  are  starving  us  ! — 
they  are  treating  us  like  Cossacks ! — only  they  are  too 
cowardly  to  shoot  us  !" 

His  voice  rang  through  the  whole  house.  For  me,  1 
had  run  into  the  kitchen  with  Catharine  to  escape  the 
mournful  sight.  Mons.  Goulden  tried  to  pacify  him, 
and  we  listened. 

"  Yes,  I  know  all  that,  gentlemen,"  he  sai-3  ;  "  I  can 
put  myself  in  your  position." 

"  Come,  Margarot,  be  calm,"  said  the  colonel. 

The  voices  went  on  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  At  last 
we  heard  Mons.  Goulden  count  the  money,  and  the 
hussar  saying — 

"  Thank  you,  monsieur — thank  you  !  If  ever  occa- 
sion should  arise,  remember  Commandant  Margarot !'' 
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And  presently  the  door  opened,  and  they  came  down* 
stairs,  of  which  we  were  very  glad,  Catharine  and  I, 
for  our  hearts  ached.  We  went  back  into  the  room. 
Mons.  Goulden,  who  had  been  showing  the  officers  down- 
stairs, came  up  again  almost  directly,  bareheaded.  He 
was  quite  upset. 

"  Those  unhappy  people  are  right,"  he  said,  as  he 
put  on  his  cap ;  "  the  conduct  of  the  Government 
towards  them  is  horrible  ;  but  these  things  will  have  to 
be  paid  for,  sooner  or  later." 

All  the  rest  of  that  day  we  felt  melancholy.  Never- 
theless, Mons.  Goulden  explained  to  me  the  beauties  of 
the  watch,  and  told  me  that  one  ought  always  to  have 
such  models  before  one's  eyes  ;  then  we  hung  the  watch 
up  in  our  frame. 

From  that  moment  the  idea  continually  haunted  me 
that  this  would  end  badly,  and  that  even  if  they  stopped 
now,  the  emigrants  had  already  gone  too  far.  I  always 
seemed  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  commandant  in  our 
room,  crying  out  that  we  were  behaving  to  the  army 
like  Cossacks.  The  remembrance  of  the  processions, 
the  expiations,  the  preachings  about  the  rebellion  of 
twenty-five  years  before  and  of  the  restitution  of  the 
national  property,  the  re-establishment  of  the  convents, 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  seemed  to  me  a  horrible  mess 
out  of  which  nothing  good  could  arise. 
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CHAPTER    X, 

SflJ3H  was  the  state  of  affairs,  when,  at  the  beginning 
of  the  month  of  March,  the  report  came  rushing  abroad 
like  a  whirlwind  that  the  Emperor  had  landed  at 
Cannes.  Whence  did  this  report  come  ?  No  one  has 
ever  been  able  to  say.  Phalshourg  is  two  hundred 
leagues  distant  from  the  sea ;  many  a  plain  and  many 
a  mountain  separate  it  from  the  south.  Eor  me,  I  can 
remember  an  extraordinary  circumstance  about  it. 

On  the  5th  of  March,  on  getting  up,  I  had  opened 
the  window  of  our  little  room,  which  jutted  out  from 
the  roof.  I  looked  at  the  black  chimneys  of  Baker 
Spitz,  opposite,  behind  which  a  little  snow  still  clung ; 
the  cold  was  sharp,  but  still  the  sun  shone,  and  I 
thought—"  That's  what  I  call  fine  weather  for  march- 
ing !"  I  remembered  how  glad  we  used  to  be  in 
Germany,  after  we  had  put  out  our  fires  at  dawn  of 
day,  to  start  in  such  weather  as  this,  our  muskets  on 
our  shoulders,  and  to  hear  the  tramp  of  the  men's 
boots  on  the  hardened  earth.  And  I  know  not  how  it 
was,  but  all  at  once  the  thought  of  the  Emperor  came 
into  my  head :  I  saw  him  before  me  with  his  grey  over- 
coat, his  round  back,  his  hat  pressed  down  low  over  his 
forehead,  marching  along,  with  the  Old  Guard  behind 
him.  Catharine  was  sweeping  out  our  room.  It  passed 
before  me  like  a  dream,  on  that  clear,  cold  morning. 
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While  I  stood  there,  we  heard  some  one  coming  up- 
stairs, and  Catharine,  stopping  short,  said — 

"  That's  Mons.  Goulden." 

Immediately  I  recognised  Mons.  G-oulden's  footsteps  ; 
to  my  great  surprise,  for  he  hardly  ever  came  up  into 
our  room.  He  opened  the  door,  and  said  to  us,  almost 
in  a  whisper — 

"  My  children,  the  Emperor  landed  at  Cannes,  near 
Toulon,  on  the  first  of  March ;  and  he  is  marching  on 
Paris." 

He  said  no  more,  but  sat  down  to  get  breath.  You 
may  imagine  how  we  looked  at  each  other.  After  a 
minute's  pause,  Catharine  said — 

"  Is  it  in  the  gazette,  Mons.  Goulden  ?'' 

"  No,"  he  replied ;  "  they  don't  know  anything  about 
it  yet  over  yonder,  or  else  they  are  hiding  it  all  from  us. 
But,  in  Heaven's  name,  don't  breathe  a  word  of  all  this, 
for  we  should  be  arrested  !  This  morning,  Zebedee,  who 
has  been  posting  the  guard  at  the  French  Gate,  came  at 
about  five  o'clock  to  bring  me  the  news.  He  knocked 
at  the  door  below,  and  no  doubt  you  heard  him." 

"  No,  Mons.  Goulden,  we  were  asleep." 

"  Well,  I  opened  the  window  to  see  what  it  was,  and 
went  down  to  undo  the  bolt.  Zebedee  spoke  of  the 
matter  as  a  complete  certainty;  and  his  regiment  is 
confined  to  barracks  until  further  orders.  It  seems 
that  they  are  afraid  of  the  soldiers ;  but  if  so,  how  are 
they  to  stop  Bonaparte  ?  They  certainly  cannot  send 
ag.iinst  him  the  peasants,  whose  land  they  want  to  tako 
away,  nor  the  townspeople,  whom  they've  been  treating 
like  Jacobins.  Now  here's  a  good  opportunity  for  the 
emigrants  to  distinguish  themselves.  But,  above  all 
things,  be  quite  silent  about  all  this — quite  silent !" 
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He  held  up  a  warning  hand  as  he  said  this,  and  we 
went  down  into  the  workshop.  Catharine  made  a 
good  fire,  and  we  all  went  about  our  work  as  usual. 

That  day  all  remained  quiet,  and  the  next  day  too. 
Some  neighbours,  such  as  Father  Beboe  and  old  Offran, 
came  to  see  us  certainly,  under  the  pretext  of  bringing 
their  watches  to  be  cleaned. 

"Anything  new,  neighbour?"  they  asked. 

"  Things  are  keeping  quiet,"  Mons.  Groulden  replied. 
"  Do  you  know  of  anything  new?" 

"No." 

And  yet  one  could  see  by  their  faces  that  the  great 
news  had  reached  them.  Zebedee  remained  at  the 
barracks.  The  half-pay  officers  crowded  the  cafe  from 
morning  to  night,  but  not  a  word  transpired :  the  news 
Avas  too  grave. 

But  at  last,  on  the  third  day,  the  half-pay  officers, 
who  were  fretting  and  fuming,  began  to  lose  patience ; 
they  might  be  seen  going  to  and  fro,  and  you  only  had 
to  look  in  their  faces  to  see  how  terribly  excited  they 
were.  If  they  had  had  horses,  or  even  weapons,  I 
feel  sure  they  would  have  attempted  something ;  but 
the  gendarmerie,  with  old  Chaucel  at  their  head,  were 
also  going  to  and  fro ;  every  hour  an  orderly  gendarme 
was  seen  riding  away  to  Sarrebourg. 

The  agitation  increased ;  nobody  cared  to  work. 
Soon  the  report  was  spread  by  some  commercial  tra- 
vellers who  had  arrived  at  the  Ville  de  Bale,  that  the 
Upper  Khine  and  the  Jura  were  in  revolt ;  that  regi- 
ments of  cavalry  and  infantry  were  moving  on,  one  after 
anc!hcr,  in  the  direction  of  Besancon;  that  masses  of 
troops  were  marching  against  the  usurper,  and  so  on. 
One  of  these  travellers,  who  talked  too  much,  received 
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an  order  to  quit  the  town  instantly  ;  and  the  brigadier 
inspected  his  papers,  which,  fortunately  for  him,  were 
in  order. 

I  have  seen  other  revolutions  since  then,  but  never 
such  an  agitation  as  this  ;  especially  on  the  8th  of 
March,  between  four  and  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
when  the  order  came  for  the  first  and  second  battalions 
to  set  out  at  once,  in  full  inarching  order,  for  Lons-lc- 
Saulnier.  Then  the  whole  extent  of  the  danger  was 
understood,  and  everybody  thought:  "It  won't  be  the 
Duke  of  Angouleme  or  the  Duke  of  Berri  who  will  stop 
Bonaparte,  but  it  must  be  all  Europe." 

Moreover,  the  half-pay  officers  seemed  to  breathe  more 
freely,  and  their  faces  were  lit  up  as  if  with  a  ray  of 
sunshine. 

At  five  o'clock,  when  the  first  roll  of  drums  waa 
echoing  from  the  square,  Zebedee  came  in  in  a  hurry. 

"  Well  ?"  Father  Goulden  called  out  to  him. 

"  Well,"  he  replied,  "  the  first  two  battalions  are 
going." 

He  looked  quite  pale. 

"  They're  sent  to  arrest  him,"  observed  Mons.  Goulden. 

"  Oh,  yes,  they'll  arrest  him,"  ans  vered  Zebedee, 
winking  his  eye. 

The  noise  of  the  drums  was  still  heard. 

He  turned  and  ran  downstairs  again,  four  steps  at  a 
time.  Below,  with  his  foot  already  on  the  threshold, 
he  took  hold  of  my  arm,  and  raised  his  shako  from 
his  head.     Then  he  whispered  to  me— 

"  Look  into  the  crown,  Joseph  —  do  you  kriow  it 
again  ?" 

Inside  the  crown  of  the  shako  I  saw  the  old  tricolour 
cockade, 
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"  It's  ours,  that  one  is,"  said  he.  "  Well,  each  of 
the  soldiers  has  got  one." 

I  had  only  time  for  one  look  at  it,  when  he  pressed 
my  hand  and  turned  the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  Fouquet 
at  the  double.  I  went  upstairs  again,  and  I  said  to 
myself — 

"  Here's  the  old  confusion  beginning  again,  and 
Europe  set  by  the  ears ;  there  will  be  the  conscription, 
Joseph,  and  all  permits  rescinded,  and  so  on,  as  they 
say  in  the  gazettes.  Instead  of  living  in  qu\et,  we 
shall  have  to  turn  out;  instead  of  listening  tc  church 
bells,  we  shall  listen  to  cannon ;  instead  of  talking  of 
convents,  they'll  have  to  talk  about  arsenala  ;  instead 
of  smelling  incense  and  garlands,  people  wiU  have  to 
smell  powder.  Good  heavens  !  will  this  never  end  ? 
Everything  might  go  on  so  well  if  it  were  not  for  the 
missionaries  and  the  emigrants.  What  ?  pity  ! — what 
a  pity  !  And  it  is  always  we  who  work  and  don't  ask 
for  anything — it's  always  we  who  have  to  pay.  It's 
always  for  our  good  that  all  these  unjust  things  are 
done,  while  they  make  a  jest  of  us,  and  treat  us  as  if 
we  were  so  many  logs  of  wood  !" 

Many  other  just  thoughts  passed  through  my  head  ; 
but  what  was  the  use  of  it  ?  I  was  not  the  Count  of 
Ax"tois  or  the  Duke  of  Berri ;  a  man  must  be  a  prince 
for  his  ideas  to  be  worth  anything — and  then,  indeed, 
every  word  he  speaks  is  looked  upon  as  a  miracle. 

From  that  moment  till  night  came  Mons.  Groulden 
could  not  keep  quiet  a  minute  ;  he  was  as  restless  as  I 
had  been  while  I  was  awaiting  the  permission  to  marry ; 
every  instant  he  was  looking  oiit  of  window,  and 
saying— 

"  To-day  the  great  news  will  come — the  orders  have 
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been  given.  There's  no  need  to  conceal  anything  from 
us  now." 

And  then  he  would  be  crying  every  minute — 

"  Hush  !  here  conies  the  mail." 

"We  listened,  but  it  was  only  a  cart  or  a  waggon 
passing  jingling  over  the  bridge. 

Night  had  come,  and  Catharine  had  laid  the  cloth, 
when,  for  the  twentieth  time,  Mons.  Gouldcn  cried  out — ■ 

"  Listen !" 

This  time  a  distant  rumbling  could  bo  heard  on  the 
outworks.  Then,  without  waiting  longer,  Mons.  Goul- 
den  ran  into  the  passage,  and  put  on  his  big  overcoat, 
crying  out — 

"  Come  along,  Joseph!" 

He  seemed  to  roll  down  the  stairs  in  his  hurry,  and 
when  I  saw  him  so  excited,  the  idea  of  hearing  this 
news  excited  me  too,  and  I  ran  after  him.  We  had 
hardly  got  down  the  steps  into  the  street  before  we  saw 
the  rnail-cn,rriage  emerging  from  under  the  dark  gates 
with  its  two  red  lamps  ;  and  presently  it  came  rattling 
past  us  like  thunder.  We  ran  on,  and  Ave  were  not  the 
only  ones ;  on  all  sides  people  were  rushing  onward, 
and  one  heard  them  crying — 

"  There  it  is  !  there  it  is  !" 

The  post-office  was  in  the  Rue  des  Foines,  near  the 
German  Gate ;  the  mail-coach  came  down  straight  to 
the  corner  of  the  college,  and  then  turned  off  to  the 
right.  The  farther  we  ran,  the  more  did  the  street 
■  become  crowded  with  people ;  they  came  rushing  out 
of  every  door  ;  the  former  mayor,  Mons.  Parmentier, 
his  secretary  Eschbach,  the  inspector  Couchois,  and 
many  other  notables  were  running  too,  calling  to  each 
other,  and  crying— » 
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"  Now  is  tlie  great  moment !" 

When  we  came  to  the  turning  by  the  Place  d'Armca, 
I  saw  a  crowd  already  standing  in  front  of  the  post- 
offlee,  and  innumerable  figures  leaning  over  the  iron 
railings,  listening,  reaching  forward  over  each  other's 
heads,  and  questioning  the  courier,  who  gave  no 
answer. 

The  postmaster,  Mons.  Pernette,  opened  the  window 
that  was  lighted  up  within ;  the  bale  of  letters  and 
newspapers  flew  from  the  top  of  the  coach  into  his  room ; 
the  window  was  closed  again,  and  sundry  strokes  from 
the  postillion's  whip  admonished  the  crowd  to  stand 
aside. 

"  The  newspapers !  the  newspapers !" 

Nothing  but  that  was  heard  on  all  sides.  The  mail- 
coach  started  again,  and  quickly  disappeared  under  the 
German  Gate. 

"  Let  us  go  to  Hoffmann's  Cafe,"  said  Mons.  Goulden 
to  me.  "  Let  us  make  haste ;  the  papers  will  be  there 
directly ;  and  if  we  delay,  there  will  be  no  getting  in." 

As  we  crossed  the  place,  we  heard  people  already 
running  behind  us.  I  heard  the  clear  voice  of  Com- 
mandant Margarot  crying — 

"  Come  on  ;  I  have  them." 

All  the  half-pay  officers  were  following  him  in  a  body  ; 
the  moon  was  shining ;  one  could  see  them  coming 
along  at  a  great  rate.  "We  made  the  best  of  our  way 
into  the  cafe,  and  hardly  were  we  seated  in  front  of  the 
great  earthenware  stove,  when  the  crowd  came  rushing 
in  at  both  the  doors. 

The  faces  of  the  half-pay  officers  at  that  moment 
were  a  sight  to  see  !  There  they  came,  in  their  great 
cocked  hats,  swarming  in  under  the  lamps  ;  with  their 
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haggard  features,  their  pendent  moustaches,  their 
gleaming  eyes  flashing  and  staring  in  the  shadow, 
making  them  look  like  savage  creatures  hovering  about 
their  prey ;  several  quite  glared  with  impatience  and 
excitement ;  and  I  believe  they  did  not  see  a  thing  of 
what  was  before  them,  but  that  their  minds  were  far 
away  with  Bonaparte.     It  was  terrible  to  see  them. 

More  and  more  people  kept  coming  in,  so  that  the 
place  was  quite  stifling,  and  they  were  obliged  to  open 
the  windows.  Outside,  the  street  leading  to  the  cavalry 
barracks  and  the  Place  de  la  Fontaine  were  full  of 
noises. 

"  "We  did  well  to  come  ori  directly,"  said  Mons. 
Goulden  to  me,  as  he  stood  upright  on  his  chair,  with 
his  hand  resting  on  the  great  stove  ;  for  many  others 
had  got  up  in  the  same  way. 

I  followed  his  example ;  and  then  I  could  see  all 
around  me  nothing  but  attentive  heads,  the  great  hats 
of  the  officers  in  the  middle  of  the  hall,  and  the  crowd 
waiting  on  the  square  without,  in  the  moonlight.  The 
tumult  redoubled.     Then  a  voice  cried,  "  Silence." 

It  was  Commandant  Margarot,  who  had  just  mounted 
on  a  table.  Behind  him,  under  the  double  door,  stood 
the  gendarmes  Veltz  and  Werner,  looking  on;  and 
outside  all  the  windows,  people  were  leaning  and  look- 
ing in.  Immediately  in  the  room,  and  even  on  the 
square,  many  voices  repeated,  "  Silence,  silence  !"  And 
then  the  stillness  became  so  deep,  that  one  would  have 
thought  the  place  was  deserted. 

The  commandant  read  the  Gazette  aloud.  His  clear 
voice,  which  pronounced  every  word  with  a  sort  of 
internal  tremor,  reminded  me  of  the  ticking  of  our 
clock  in  the  dead  of  night ;  it  must  have  been  heard 
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to  the  middle  of  the  great  square.  And  that  went  on  a 
long  time ;  for  the  commandant  read  the  whole  gazette, 
without  skipping  over  any  part.  I  remember  that  the 
gazette  began  by  stating  how  "  the  man  named 
Buonaparte,"  the  enemy  of  the  public  good,  who  during 
fifteen  years  had  kept  France  in  the  servitude  of 
despotism,  had  escaped  from  his  island,  and  that  he  had 
had  the  audacity  to  set  foot  in  a  land  inundated  with 
blood  through  his  fault ;  but  that  the  troops,  faithful 
to  the  king  and  faithful  to  the  nation,  were  on  their 
way  to  arrest  him,  and  that  perceiving  the  general 
horror  he  had  excited,  Bonaparte  had  betaken  himself 
to  the  mountains  with  the  handful  of  traitors  who  ac- 
companied him,  that  he  was  surrounded  on  all  sides, 
and  must  infallibly  be  taken  prisoner. 

I  also  remember  that,  according  to  this  gazette,  all 
the  marshals  had  hastened  to  put  their  glorious  swords 
at  the  service  of  the  king,  the  father  of  the  people,  and 
of  the  nation ;  and  that  the  illustrious  Marshal  JSTey, 
Prince  of  the  Moskowa,  had  kissed  his  hand,  and  pro- 
mised to  bring  Bonaparte  to  Paris,  dead  or  alive. 

After  that  came  some  Latin  words,  which  I  did  not 
understand,  and  which  had  no  doubt  been  inserted  for 
the  cures. 

Every  now  and  then  I  could  hear  people  behind  me 
laughing  and  jeering  at  the  gazette.  On  turning  my 
head,  I  perceived  that  these  laughers  were  Professor 
Burguet  and  two  or  three  other  notables,  who,  after  the 
Hundred  Bays,  were  taken  up,  and  compelled  to  live  at 
Bourges,  because,  as  Father  Groulden  said,  they  were 
too  clear-headed.  Which  shows  that  it  is  much  better 
to  hold  one's  tongue  on  such  occasions  as  that,  when 
one  does  not  want  to  fight  on  either   side ;  for  words 
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don't  make  it  hot  or  cold,  and  only  bring  disagreeables 
upon  one. 

But  a  much,  stronger  thing  was  towards  the  end, 
when  the  commandant  began  to  read  the  ordinances. 
The  first  spoke  of  the  movements  of  the  troops,  the 
second  ordered  all  Frenchmen  to  go  out  against  Bona- 
parte, to  arrest  him,  and  to  deliver  him  up  dead  or 
alive,  because  he  had  put  himself  out  of  the  pale  of  the 
law.  At  this  moment  the  commandant,  who  until  now 
had  only  laughed  at  intervals,  as  he  pronounced  the 
name  of  Bonaparte,  and  whose  long  face,  lighted  up  by 
the  lamp  under  which  he  stood,  had  only  twitched 
slightly  now  and  then,  as  the  others  stood  around 
listening  to  him — at  this  moment,  I  say,  his  whole 
countenance  changed ;  I  had  never  seen  such  a  terrible 
face ;  his  forehead  seemed  all  to  wrinkle  up,  his  little 
eyes  glittered  like  those  of  a  cat,  and  his  moustache 
and  whiskers  bristled  up.  He  took  the  gazette  and 
tore  it  into  a  thousand  pieces ;  then  he  turned  quite 
pale ;  and  standing  bolt  upright  with  his  long  arms 
stretched  out  and  raised  above  his  head,  he  shouted, 
"  Vive  l'Empereur  !"  in  a  voice  that  made  one  shudder. 
The  moment  ho  raised  this  cry,  all  the  half-pay  officers 
raised  their  great  hats,  some  in  their  hands,  others  at 
the  end  of  their  sword-sticks,  and  all  cried  with  one 
voice,  "  Vive  l'Empereur !"  There  was  such  a  shout, 
you  would  have  thought  the  roof  was  falling.  As  for 
me,  I  felt  as  if  cold  water  had  been  poured  dcwn  my 
back.  "  Now  it's  all  up,"  I  said  to  myself.  "  What's 
tho  use  of  preaching  peace  to  people  like  those  ?"  Out- 
side, amid  the  groups  of  citizens,  the  soldiers  belonging 
to  the  military  post  at  the  town-hall  took  up  the  cry  of 
"  Vive  l'Empereur !".     And  when  I  looked  round,  in  a 
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great  fright,  to  see  what  the  gendarmes  would  say  to 
it,  I  saw  that  they  were  retiring  without  saying  any- 
thing at  all,  for  they  were  old  soldiers  themselves. 

But  all  was  not  oyer  yet;  when  the  commandant 
prepared  to  come  down  from  his  table,  an  officer  cried 
out  that  he  should  be  borne  in  triumph ;  and  in  a 
moment  some  others  took  him  by  the  legs  and  carried 
him  round  the  hall,  pushing  the  people  aside  before 
them,  and  shouting  like  madmen — "  Vive  l'Empereur  I" 
Foi  him,  as  he  sat  with  his  great  heavy  hands  grasp- 
ing their  shoulders,  his  head  appearing  above  their 
hats,  when  he  found  himself  being  carried  in  triumph 
by  his  comrades,  and  heard  them  repeating  the  shout 
he  loved  above  all  others,  he  began  to  weep.  One 
could  never  have  thought  that  such  a  face  as  his  could 
weep;  the  sight  of  it  was  enough  to  upset  one  and 
make  one  shudder.  He  said  nothing ;  his  eyes  were 
closed,  and  the  tears  ran  down  his  haggard  cheeks, 
over  his  moustache. 

I  was  staring  at  him,  as  you  may  imagine,  when 
Father  Goulden  pulled  me  by  the  cleeve ;  he  had  got 
down  from  his  chair,  and  he  said  to  me — 
"  Joseph,  let  us  go,  let  us  go ;  ii's  time." 
Behind  us  the  room  was  already  empty,  for  every 
one  had  made  haste  to  get  out  by  the  lane  that  led 
to  the  brewer  Klein's,  for  fear  of  being  entangled  in  a 
bad  business  ;  we  went  out  the  same  way. 

"  The  chances  are  that  this  will  take  a  bad  turn," 
said  Father  Q-oulden  to  me,  as  we  crossed  the  square 
together.  "  To-morrow  tie  gendarmes  might  take  the 
field.  Commandant  Margarot  and  his  companions  are 
not  the  sort  of  men  to  let  themselves  be  arrested ;  the 
soldiers  of  the    third   battalion   will   take   part   with 
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them,  if  they  have  not  done  so  already ;  the  town  is  in 
their  hands." 

He  spoke  these  thoughts  aloud  to  himself,  and  I 
agreed  with  him.  At  home,  in  our  workshop,  Catharine 
was  waiting  for  us  very  anxiously.  "We  told  her  wh  a  c  had 
happened.  The  table  was  laid,  but  nobody  felt  hungry. 
After  drinking  a  glass  of  wine,  and  taking  off  his  shoes, 
Mons.  G-oulden  said  to  us — 

"  My  children,  judging  by  what  we  have  jast  seen, 
the  Emperor  will  certainly  get  to  Paris ;  the  soldiers 
desire  it ;  the  peasants,  whose  property  has  been 
threatened,  desire  it  also  ;  and  as  for  the  citizens,  if  he 
has  only  become  reasonable  by  reflection  in  his  island, 
and  will  renounce  his  ideas  of  war,  and  accept  treaties, 
they  will  be  quite  willing  to  have  him  back,  especially 
with  a  good  constitution  that  shall  guarantee  to  every 
man  liberty,  the  greatest  of  all  possessions.  Let  us 
hope  so,  for  him  and  for  ourselves — and  good  night." 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Next  morning,  Friday,  a  market-day,  all  the  town 
was  full  of  tlie  great  news.  Numbers  of  peasants  of 
Alsace  and  Lorraine,  in  blouses,  waistcoats,  in  three- 
cornered  hats  and  in  cotton  caps,  arrived,  in  a  long 
procession,  in  their  carts,  ostensibly  to  sell  corn,  barley, 
and  oats,  but  in  reality  to  hear  what  was  going  forward. 
Everywhere  they  could  be  heard  crying  to  their  horses, 
"  Hue,  Fuchs,  hue,  Schimmel;"  and  there  was  a  great 
rolling  of  waggon- wheels  and  cracking  of  whips.  The 
women  were  not  far  behind  the  men;  one  saw  them 
arriving  from  Houpe,  Dagsberg,  Erchewiller,  Lutzel- 
bourg,  and  Baraques,  with  their  short  petticoats  tucked 
up,  and  their  great  baskets  on  their  heads,  stepping  out 
bravely,  and  making  all  possible  haste.  All  these 
people  passed  in  front  of  our  windows,  and  Mons. 
G-oulden  said — 

"What  an  agitation  there  is!  How  they're  all  run- 
ning !  Would  not  one  think  that  the  spirit  of  that  man 
was  in  the  country  already  ?  There's  no  more  marching 
in  slow  time  now  of  people  with  candles  in  their  hands 
and  surplices  on  their  backs." 

He  seemed  pleased,  which  showed  how  much  all  the 
ceremonies  of  late  had  annoyed  him.  At  last,  towards 
eight  o'clock,  we  had  to  settle  down  to  work,  and 
Catharine  went  out,  as  usual,  to  buy  our  butter  and 
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eggs  and  some  vegetables  for  the  week's  provision.  At 
ten  o'clock  she  came  home. 

"  Ah,  gracious  Heaven !"  she  said,  "  everything  is 
overturned  already !" 

And  she  told  us  that  the  half-pay  officers  were  walk- 
ing about  with  their  great  sword-sticks,  Commandant 
Margarot  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  that  on  the  great 
square,  in  the  market  building  among  the  benches, 
between  the  stalls,  everywhere,  the  peasants,  the  citizens, 
everybody,  in  fact,  shook  hands,  offered  pinches  of  snuff, 
and  said — 

"  Aha !  the  affair's  beginning  again." 

She  also  told  us  that  on  the  previous  night  procla- 
mations of  Bonaparte  had  been  stuck  on  the  mayor's 
house,  on  the  three  doors  of  the  church,  and  even  on 
the  pillars  of  the  market-hall,  though  the  gendarmes 
had  torn  them  down  early  in  the  morning.  In  short, 
everything  was  in  agitation.  Father  Goulden  had  got 
up  from  our  working-bench  to  listen  ;  and  I  thought,  as 
I  turned  round  on  my  chair — 

"  Yes,  that's  all  very  good,  all  very  good,  but  my 
leave  of  absence  will  soon  be  over  now.  If  everything 
is  moving,  you'll  have  to  stir  yourself  too,  Joseph.  In- 
stead of  staying  here  quietly  with  your  wife,  you'll  have 
to  buckle  on  your  knapsack  and  bag  again,  and  to  carry 
a  musket,  and  two  parcels  of  cartridges  on  your  back  ;" 
and  looking  at  Catharine,  who  did  not  perceive  the 
ugly  aspect  of  the  thing,  Weissenfels,  and  Liitzen,  and 
Leipsic  came  into  my  mind  ;  and  I  felt  melancholy. 

"While  we  sat  pensively  in  our  places,  the  door  opened, 
and  Aunt  Grethel  came  in.  At  first  one  would  have 
thought  that  she  was  in  a  peaceable  mood. 

"  Good  morning,  Mons.  Goulden ;  good  morning,  my 


Waterloo.  121 

children,"  she  said,  as  she  put  down  her  basket  behind 
the  stove. 

"  Do  you  keep  well,  Mother  Grethel  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Yes,  so  far  as  health  goes — so  far  as  health  goes," 
she  answered. 

I  saw  already  that  she  was  setting  her  teeth ;  and 
there  were  two  red  spots  on  her  cheeks.  With  a  hasty 
gesture  she  pushed  back  under  her  cap  the  locks  of  hair 
that  hung  about  her  ears  ;  and  then  she  looked  sharply 
at  us,  to  see  what  we  thought.  Then  she  broke  out  in 
a  shrill  voice — 

"It  seems  that  that  rascal  has  escaped  from  his 
island." 

"  What  rascal  are  you  speaking  of,  Mother  Grethel  ?" 
asked  Mons.  Goulden. 

"  Come,  you  know  well  enough  whom  I'm  speaking 
of,"  she  retorted.     "  I'm  speaking  of  your  Bonaparte." 

Father  Goulden,  who  saw  how  angry  she  was,  had 
gone  back  to  our  work-bench,  to  try  and  avoid  a  dispute  ; 
he  pretended  to  be  examining  a  watch,  and  I  imitated 
his  example. 

"  Yes,"  she  cried  out,  in  a  still  louder  voice,  "  he's 
going  to  begin  his  wicked  doings  again,  when  we 
thought  it  was  all  over — he's  come  back  worse  than 
ever — what  a  plague  !" 

I  heard  her  voice  tremble  with  anger.  Mons.  Goul- 
den pretended  to  be  going  on  with  his  work. 

"  Whose  fault  is  it,  Mother  Grethel?"  he  said,  without 
turning  round.  "  Do  you  believe  that  these  processions, 
these  expiations,  these  preachings  against  the  national 
property  and  the  rebellion  of  twenty-five  years  ago, 
these  continual  threats  to  re-establish  the  old  order  of 
rule,  to  close  the  shops  during  service,  &c,  &c, — did 
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you  believe  that  all  tliat  could  go  on  ?  I  would  just 
ask  you  that.  Has  any  one  ever  seen  anything  like 
it  since  the  world  existed — anything  more  likely  to  raise 
a  nation  against  those  who  wish  to  revive  such  a 
system  ?  Would  one  not  have  thought  that  Bonaparte 
himself  had  been  whispering  into  the  ears  of  these 
Bourbons  all  the  foolish  things  that  could  disgust  the 
people  ?  Tell  me — was  not  what  has  now  happened  to 
be  expected?" 

He  kept  on  looking  at  the  watch  through  his  rnagni- 
fying-glass,  to  keep  the  peace  ;  and  I  watched  Mother 
Grrethel  out  of  a  corner  of  my  eye  while  he  was  making 
this  speech.  She  had  changed  colour  two  or  three 
times,  and  Catharine,  standing  in  the  background  near 
the  stove,  made  her  a  sign,  to  beg  her  not  to  begin  a 
quarrel  in  the  house  ;  but  the  obstinate  woman  cared 
very  little  for  signs. 

"  So  you  are  pleased,  too,  are  you?"  she  said.  "  So 
you  change  from  day  to  day,  like  the  rest  of  them  ? 
You  stick  up  your  Eepublic  whenever  it  suits  you  ?" 

When  Father  G-oulden  heard  her  say  this  he  coughed 
two  or  three  times,  as  if  something  had  stuck  in  his 
throat ;  and  then  for  two  or  three  minutes  he  seemed 
lost  in  thought,  while  aunt,  standing  behind  us,  Avatched 
trim.  At  last  Mons.  Goulden,  having  recovered  his 
equanimity,  answered  slowly — 

"  You  are  wrong,  Madame  Grethel,  to  address  such 
a  reproach  as  that  to  me ;  if  I  had  wanted  to  change 
I  should  have  begun  earlier.  Instead  of  being  a  clock- 
maker  at  Phalsbourg,  I  might  be  a  colonel  or  a  general 
as  well  as  another  ;  but  I  have  always  been,  and  I  am, 
and  I  shall  continue  to  be  till  death,  for  the  EepiiVljo 
and  the  rights  of  man." 
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Then  he  turned  round  suddenly;  and  looking  at 
aunt  from  head  to  foot,  he  continued,  with  a  raised 
voice — 

"  And  that  is  why  I  like  Napoleon  Bonaparte  better 
than  the  Count  of  Artois,  the  emigrants,  the  missionaries, 
and  the  miracle-mongers  ;  at  any  rate,  he  is  obliged  to 
preserve  something  of  our  revolution,  he  is  obliged  to 
respect  the  national  domain,  to  guarantee  to  every  man 
his  property,  his  rank,  and  all  that  he  has  won  accord- 
ing to  the  new  laws.  But  for  that,  what  right  would 
he  have  to  be  Emperor  ?  If  he  did  not  maintain 
equality,  what  right  would  the  nation  have  to  wish  for 
him  ?  Whereas,  the  others,  on  the  contrary,  have 
attacked  everything  ;  they  want  to  destroy  everything 
that  we  have  done  ;  that's  why  I  like  this  man  better, 
do  you  see  r" 

"  Ah !"  cried  Mother  Grethel ;  "  this  is  something 
new." 

She  laughed  in  a  mocking  way ;  and  I  would  have 
given  anything  to  have  her  safe  at  Quatre -Vents. 

"  There  was  a  time  when  you  spoke  otherwise,"  she 
cried  ;  "  when  that  other  man  re-established  the  bishops, 
archbishops,  and  cardinals ;  when  he  had  himself 
crowned  by  the  Pope,  with  the  oil  saved  from  the  holy 
cruse  ;  when  he  called  back  the  emigrants  and  gave  up 
the  chateaux  and  forests  to  the  great  families  ;  when  he 
created  princes,  and  dukes,  and  barons  by  dozens,  how 
many  times  have  I  not  heard  you  say  that  it  was 
abominable ;  that  he  was  betraying  the  revolution ; 
that  you  would  rather  have  had  the  Bourbons,  for  that 
at  any  rate  they  did  not  know  any  better ;  that  they 
were  like  blackbirds,  that  always  whistle  the  same  tune 
because  they  don't  know  any  other,  and  they  think  it's 
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the  finest  tune  in  the  world;  while  he,  on  the  other 
band,  had  been  made  by  the  revolution,  that  his  father 
bad  some  dozens  of  goats  in  the  mountains  of  Corsica, 
and  that  that  ought  to  have  shown  bim  from  bis  child- 
hood that  men  are  equal,  and  that  courage  and  genius 
alone  can  raise  them  up  !  That  be  should  have  despised 
ail  those  old  rags,  and  that  be  should  have  made  war 
only  to  defend  the  new  rights  and  the  new  ideas,  which 
are  just,  and  which  nothing  can  ever  stop !  Did  you 
not  say  so,  when  you  were  talking  with  Fathei  Colin  in 
our  garden  at  the  back,  for  fear  of  being  arrested  if 
any  one  beard  you  ?  Was  not  that  what  you  said  to 
each  other,  before  me  r" 

Father  Goulden  bad  turned  quite  pale.  He  was 
looking  at  bis  feet,  and  turning  bis  snuffbox  over  and 
over  in  bis  bands,  as  was  his  habit  when  he  was  in  deep 
thought ;  and  I  even  saw  a  kind  of  quiet  emotion  in  his 
face. 

"  Yes,  I  said  so,"  he  replied,  "  and  I  think  so  still. 
You  have  a  good  memory,  Mother  Grethel.  It's  true 
that  for  ten  years  Colin  and  I  have  been  obliged  to  hide 
ourselves  when  we  wanted  to  say  things  that  are  true, 
things  that  would  happen  in  the  end ;  and  it  was  the 
despotism  of  a  single  man,  born  among  us,  whom  wo 
had  raised  up  by  shedding  our  own  blood,  that  forced 
us  to  do  so.  But  now  things  arfl»  changed ;  this  man, 
whose  genius  nobody  can  deny,  has  seen  his  flatterers 
abandon  him  and  betray  him  ;  he  has  seen  that  bis  real 
root  is  in  the  people,  and  that  the  grand  alliances  of 
which  be  was  weak  enough  to  be  so  proud  caused  bis 
ruin.  Well,  he's  come  to  rid  us  of  these  other  men,  and 
I'm  glad  of  it." 

"  And  have  you  not  the  courage  to  help  yourselves  ? 
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Do  you  want  him  ?"  cried  Aunt  Grethel.  "  If  the  pro- 
cessions annoyed  you,  and  if  you  were  what  you  say — 
the  people— why  did  you  want  him  ?" 

Then  Father  Goulden  began  to  smile,  and  said — • 

"  If  everybody  were  frank  enough  to  act  according  to 
bis  conscience;  if  many  people  had  not  taken  part  in 
these  processions,  some  from  vanity,  to  show  their  fine 
clothes,  others  from  self-interest  to  get  good  places  or 
privileges,  you  would  be  quite  right,  Madame  Grethel, 
and  there  would  be  no  need  of  Bonaparte  to  overturn  it 
all.  It  would  have  been  seen  that  seven-eighths  of  the 
nation  had  common  sense,  and  perhaps  Mons.  the  Count 
of  Artois  himself  would  ha,ve  cried,  "  Hold !"  But  as 
hypocrisy  and  self-interest  can  hide  and  obscure  every- 
thing, and  make  night  at  noonday,  we  unfortunately 
want  tempests  like  that  before  we  can  see  clear.  You, 
and  others  like  you,  are  the  reason  why  people  like  me, 
who  have  never  changed  our  opinions,  are  obliged  to  be 
glad  when  fever  com.es  to  chase  away  the  colic." 

Mons.  Goulden  had  risen  from  his  seat,  and  was 
walking  up  and  down,  very  much  disturbed,  and  as 
Aunt  Grethel  wanted  to  speak  again,  he  took  his  cap 
and  went  out,  saying — 

"  I  have  told  you  what  I  think  ;  now  you  can  talk  to 
Joseph,  who  always  says  you  are  in  the  right." 

And  he  went  out  directly.  Then  Mother  Grethel 
called  out — 

"  He's  an  old  madman  ;  he's  always  been  like  that ! 
Now,  for  you,  if  you  don't  go  to  Switzerland,  I  warn 
you  that  you'll  have  to  go  Heaven  knows  where !  But 
we'll  talk  of  this  again,  my  children  ;  the  chief  thing  is 
that  we  should  bo  warned  beforehand.  We  must  wait 
to  see  -R-hat  happens  ;  perhaps  the  gendarmes  will  arrest 
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Bonaparte ;  but  if  he  arrives  at  Paris  we  must  run 
elsewhere." 

She  embraced  us,  took  up  her  basket,  and  wenb  away. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards  Mons.  Goulden  came  back, 
and  sat  down  to  work  beside  me,  without  saying  a  word 
on  any  other  matter.  "We  were  quite  thoughtful,  and 
in  the  evening  what  surprised  me  most  was  that  Catha- 
rine said  to  me — 

"  We  will  always  listen  to  Mons.  Goulden ;  he  is  in 
the  right ;  he  knows  more  of  these  things  than  my 
mother,  and  will  only  give  us  good  advice." 

When  I  heard  that  I  thought — 

"  She  holds  with  Father  Goulden  because  they  read 
the  gazette  together.  This  gazette  always  says  what 
pleases  them  best ;  but  for  all  that  it  would  be  a  terrible 
thing  to  have  to  take  up  the  knapsack,  and  set  out 
again  ;  and  it  would  be  better  to  be  in  Switzerland,  or 
in  the  manufactory  of  Father  Eulle,  of  Chaux  de  Fonds, 
than  to  have  to  go  to  Leipsic  or  another  such  place." 

I  did  not  like  to  contradict  Catharine,  but  her  words 
disquieted  me  greatly. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

From  that  moment  there  was  confusion  everywhere. 
The  half-pay  officers  cried,  "  Vive  l'Empereur !"  The 
town-commandant  would  have  given  orders  to  arrest 
them,  but  the  battalions  held  with  them,  and  the  gen- 
darmes seemed  not  to  hear  them.  There  was  no  more  Work 
done ;  the  inspectors,  the  foremen,  the  mayor,  and  the 
subordinate  officials  were  thoroughly  puzzled,  and  did 
not  know  on  which  foot  to  dance.  Nobody  dared  to  de- 
clare either  for  Bonaparte  or  for  Louis  XVIII.,  except  the 
tilers,  masons,  carpenters,  and  labourers,  who  would 
not  be  ruined,  and  who  would  have  been  very  glad  to 
see  the  others  in  their  places.  These  fellows,  with  their 
hatchets  stuck  in  their  leather  girdles,  and  their  bundles 
of  materials  on  their  shoulders,  did  not  hesitate  to  cry — 

"  Down  with  the  emigrants  !" 

They  even  laughed  at  the  confusion,  which  increased 
visibly.  One  day  the  gazette  said,  "  The  usurper  is  at 
Grenoble."  The  next,  "He  is  at  Lyons."  The  next, 
"At  Macon."  The  next,  "At  Auxerre."  And  so  it 
went  on. 

Mons.  Goulden,  when  he  read  this  news  in  the  even- 
ing, looked  pleased  enough. 

"  One  can  see  now,"  he  cried,  "  that  the  French  are 
for  the  revolution,  and  that  this  other  thing  can  never 
hold  good.     Everybody  is  crying,  '  Down  with  the  emj. 
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grants !'  What  a  lesson  for  those  who  have  eyes  to  see! 
These  Bourbons  wanted  to  make  Vendeans  of  us  all ; 
they  must  rejoice  to-day  to  think  how  well  they  have 
succeeded." 

But  one  thing  still  troubled  him,  and  that  was  the 
great  battle  that  was  announced  as  imminent  between 
Ney  and  Napoleon. 

"  Although  Ney  has  kissed  Louis  XVIII.'s  hand," 
be  said,  "  he  is  still  an  old  revolutionary  soldier,  and 
I  will  never  believe  that  he  would  fight  against  the  will 
of  the  people.  No,  it's  impossible.  He  will  remember 
the]  old  cooper  of  Sarrelouis,  who  would  break  his 
head  with  his  hammer,  if  he  were  still  alive,  if  ever  he 
heard  that  Michel  had  betrayed  the  country  to  please 
the  king." 

That  is  what  Mons.  Gi-oulden  said,  but  that  did  not 
prevent  people  from  being  disquieted ;  when  all  at  once 
came  the  news  that  Ney  had  followed  the  example  of 
the  army,  the  citizens  and  all  who  wanted  to  get  rid 
of  the  expiations,  and  that  he  had  gone  over.  Then 
the  confidence  was  greater  ;  but  the  fear  of  some  extra- 
ordinary stroke  of  fortune  still  kept  prudent  men  quiet. 

The  21st  of  March,  between  five  and  six  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  Mons.  Goulden  and  I  were  at  work ;  the 
night  was  closing  in.  Outside  a  small  rain  pattered 
against  the  glass,  and  Catharine  came  to  light  the  lamp. 
Then  Theodore  Roeber,  who  managed  the  telegraph, 
came  riding  at  full  gallop  past  our  windows  ;  he  was 
mounted  on  a  great  dapple-grey  horse,  and  the  wind 
blew  out  his  blouse  like  a  balloon  ;  he  was  going  fast; 
with  one  hand  he  held  bis  great  felt  hat  on  his  head, 
and  with  the  other  ho  held  a  stick,  and  was  beating  his 
horse,  which  rushed  along  like  the  wind.  Mons.  G-ouldeu 
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wiped  the  pane,  Lent  forward  to  look  out  of  it  better, 
and  said — 

"  It's  Koeber  coming  from  the  telegraph  ;  some  great 
news  has  arrived." 

His  cheeks,  ordinarily  rather  pale,  flushed  up.  As  foi 
me,  I  felt  my  heart  beating  violently.  Catharine  came 
and  put  down  the  lamp  by  us,  and  I  opened  the  win- 
dow to  shut  the  shutters.  This  took  me  a  few  moments 
to  do,  because  I  had  to  unfasten  the  glasses  of  the 
btand  t©  open  the  window  and  unhook  the  watches. 
Mons.  G-oulden  was  lost  in  thought.  As  I  was  fasten- 
ing the  bolt  we  heard  the  rappel  beaten  on  both  sides  of 
the  town  at  once  near  the  Mittelbronn  bastion  and  that 
of  Bigelberg ;  the  echoes  replied  from  the  mountains 
and  from  the  valley,  and  the  low  rumbling  filled  all  the 
place  just  as  the  Right  was  falling. 

Mons.  Goulden  had  got  up  from  his  seat. 

"  The  affair  is  decided  now,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  that 
turned  me  cold ;  "  either  they  are  fighting  in  the 
environs  of  Paris,  or  the  Emperor  is  in  his  old  palace, 
as  in  1809." 

Catharine  had  already  run  to  bring  him  his  cloak, 
for  she  knew  that  he  was  going  out  in  spite  of  the  rain. 
He  went  on  speaking,  with  his  great  grey  eyes  wide 
open,  and  let  us  draw  the  sleeves  of  the  coat  over  his 
arms  without  noticing  what  we  were  doing ;  then  he  went 
out,  and  Catharine,  touching  me  on  the  shoulder,  for  I 
was  still  standing  there,  said — 

"  Go,  Joseph,  go  ;  follow  him." 

I  went  down  directly.  We  reached  the  front  square 
just  as  the  battalion  defiled  from  the  principal  street,  at 
the  corner  of  the  mayor's  house,  behind  the  drummers, 
who  were  running  in  front  with  their  drums  at  their 
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backs.  A  crowd  of  people  followed  them.  Under  the 
old  lime-trees,  the  drums  began  to  beat ;  the  soldiers 
hastily  got  into  their  ranks,  and  almost  directly  after- 
wards Commandant  G-emeau,  who  was  suffering  from 
his  wounds,  and  had  not  been  out  of  doors  for  two 
months,  appeared  in  his  uniform  on  the  steps  of  his 
house.  An  orderly  sapper  held  his  horse,  and  lent  him 
his  shoulder  to  help  him  to  mount.  The  people  were 
all  round,  looking  on.     The  roll-call  began. 

Then  the  commandant  rode  across  the  square,  and 
the  captains  went  eagerly  to  meet  him ;  they  spoke  a 
few  words  to  each  other ;  then  the  commandant  rode 
along  the  front  of  the  battalion,  while  behind  him 
came  a  simple  sergeant  with  three  stripes  on  his  arm, 
carrying  a  flag  wrapped  in  its  oilskin  case. 

The  crowd  kept  on  increasing.  Mons.  Goulden  and 
I  got  upon  the  edge  of  a  wall,  opposite  the  entrance 
of  the  guard-house.  After  roll-call  the  commandant 
presently  drew  his  sword  and  gave  orders  to  form 
square.  I  relate  these  things  to  you  simply,  because 
they  were  simple  and  terrible.  One  could  see  by  the 
pallor  of  the  commandant  that  he  was  suffering  from 
fever,  and  yet  it  was  almost  night.  The  grey  lines  of 
the  square  on  the  open  place,  the  commandant  on  horse- 
back in  the  midst,  with  the  officers  around  him,  stand- 
ing in  the  rain,  the  townspeople  listening  in  the  deep 
silence,  the  windows  opening  around  them — all  is  still 
present  to  my  mind,  although  it  is  nearly  fifty  years 
ago. 

Nobody  spoke,  for  every  one  knew  that  we  were 
about  to  learn  the  fate  of  France. 

"  Carry  arms  !  shoulder  arms  !"  cried  Captain 
VidaL 
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After  tlie  rattle  of  the  muskets  had  ceased,  nothing 
was  heard  but  the  voice  of  the  commandant — the  ring- 
ing voice  that  I  had  heard  the  other  side  of  the  Rhine, 
at  Liitzen,  and  at  Leipsic — the  voice  that  had  cried, 
"  Close  your  ranks."  It  stirred  the  very  marrow  in  my 
bones. 

"  Soldiers,"  he  said,  "  His  Majesty  Louis  XVIII. 
quitted  Paris  on  the  20th  of  March,  and  the  Emperor 
Naj>oleon  made  his  entry  into  the  capital  the  same 
day." 

A  sort  of  trembling  murmur  passed  along  the  ranks ; 
but  that  only  lasted  a  moment ;  and  then  the  com- 
mandant went  on— 

"  Soldiers  !  the  flag  of  France  is  the  flag  of  Areola, 
of  Rivoli,  of  Alexandria,  of  Chebreisse,  of  the  Pyramids, 
of  Aboukir,  of  Marengo,  of  Austerlitz,  Jena,  Eylau, 
Friedland,  Somme  -  Sierra,  Madrid,  Abensberg,  Eck- 
nriihl,  Essling,  Wagram,  Smolensk,  the  Moskowa, 
Weissenfels,  Liitzen,  Bautzen,  Wurtzen,  Dresden,  Bis- 
chofswarda,  Hanau,  Brienne,  Saint-Dizier,  Champenbert, 
Chateau  Thierry,  Joinvilliers,  Mery-sur-Seine,  Monte- 
reau,  and  Montmirail.     That  is  the  flag  we  have  dyed 

with  our  blood that  is  the  flag  in  which  we 

glory !" 

Meanwhile  the  old  sergeant  had  taken  the  tattered 
tricolour  flag  from  its  case.  The  commandant  took  it 
in  his  hand,  and  went  on — 

"  Here  is  that  flag ! — you  know  it  again — it:s  the  flag 
of  the  nation — it's  the  flag  that  the  Russians,  Prussians, 
and  Austrians  and  all  those  whom  we  spared  a  hundred 
times  took  from  us  on  the  day  of  their  first  victory, 
because  they  were  afraid  of  it !" 

A  great  number  of  old  soldiers,  when  they  heard 
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these  words,  turned  tlieir  heads  aside  to  hide  their 
tears ;  others,  pale  as  death,  stared  straight  out  with 
terrible  eyes. 

"  For  me,"  said  the  commandant,  waving  his  sword, 
"  I  know  no  other.  Vive  la  France !  Vive  l'Em- 
pereur !" 

Hardly  had  he  uttered  these  words,  when  there  was 
such  an  outburst  one  could  not  hear  one's  own  voice ; 
from  all  the  windows,  on  the  square,  in  the  streets, 
everywhere,  cries  of  "  Vive  la  France !  Vive  l'Em- 
pereur !"  sounded  like  trumpet  tones.  The  people  and 
the  soldiers  embraced,  and  one  would  have  said  that 
everything  was  saved,  and  that  we  had  regained  every- 
thing we  had  lost  since  1814. 

It  was  almost  night ;  people  went  off  to  right  and 
left  by  threes,  by  sixes,  by  twenties,  crying  "  Vive 
FEmpereur!"  when  in  the  direction  of  the  hospital  a 
red  flash  lit  up  the  sky,  and  the  cannon  sounded ;  be- 
hind the  arsenal  another  replied,  and  this  went  on  from 
moment  to  moment. 

Father  G-oulden  and  I  walked  across  the  square  arm- 
ia-arm,  crying  "  Vive  la  France  !"  like  the  rest ;  and  as 
at  every  cannon-shot  in  the  dark  night  the  light  flashed 
across  the  square,  wo  saw  in  one  of  the  flashes 
Catharine  and  old  Madeleine  Schouler  coming  to  meet 
us.  She  had  put  on  her  little  cloak  and  hood ;  her 
pink  nose  was  well  hidden  from  the  fog ;  she  said, 
when  she  saw  us — 

"  There  they  are,  Madeleine !  The  Emperor  has  the 
upper  hand,  has  he  not,  Mons.  Gouldcn  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  child,"  replied  Father  Goulden,  "  it's 
decided." 

Then  Catharine  took   my    arm,  and  I  don't   know 
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why,  but  I  embraced  her  two  or  three  times  as  we 
went  home.  Perhaps  I  felt  a  presentiment  that  I 
should  have  to  go  away  soon,  and  should  not  embrace 
her  long.  Father  G-oulden,  walking  before  ua  with 
Madeleine,  said — 

"  This  evening  I  shall  drink  a  good  glass  of  wine. 
Come  up.     Madeleine,  I  invite  you." 

But  she  would  not ;  she  said  good-bye  to  us  at  the 
door. 

All  that  I  can  say  is,  that  the  joy  of  the  people  was 
just  as  great  as  at  the  arrival  of  Louis  XVIII.,  and 
perhaps  greater. 

Once  in  our  room,  and  relieved  of  his  great  cloak, 
Mons.  Goulden  sat  down  at  the  table,  for  supper  was 
waiting  for  him.  Catharine  ran  to  the  cellar  to  look 
for  a  bottle  of  good  wine.  We  drank  and  laughed, 
while  the  cannon  made  our  windows  shake.  Some- 
times people  lose  their  heads,  even  those  who  love  peace 
most;  these  cannon-shots  rejoiced  us,  and  we  seemed, 
in  a  manner,  to  be  taking  up  our  old  habits  again. 

Mons.  Goulden  said — 

"  Commandant  Genieau  has  spoken  well ;  but  he 
might  have  gone  on  till  to-morrow,  if  he  had  begun 
with  Valmy,  Hundschott,  Wattignies,  Fleurus,  Neu- 
vied,  Ukerath,  Froeschwiller,  Geisberg,  and  gone  on 
down  to  Zurich  and  Hohenlinden.  Those  were  great 
victories  too,  and  even  the  finest  of  all,  because  they 
saved  liberty.  He  only  mentioned  the  last  ones,  and 
that  was  enough  for  the  time.  Let  those  other  people 
come — let  them  dare  to  stir  themselves !  The  nation 
desires  peace  ;  but  if  the  allies  begin  war,  woe  to  them  ! 
Now  people  will  speak  again  of  liberty,  equality,  fra- 
ternity.    In  that  way  all  France  will  rise,  I  assui'e  you 
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it  will — all  will  rise  in  a  body.  National  guards  will 
be  appointed ;  old  fellows  like  me  and  married  men 
will  defend  tLe  towns ;  the  young  will  march,  but  not 
beyond  the  frontier.  The  Emperor,  taught  by  experi- 
ence, will  arm  the  workmen,  the  peasants,  and  the 
citizens ;  if  the  foreigners  come,  if  there  were  a  million 
of  thera,  not  one  will  go  beyond  our  frontiers.  The 
time  for  soldiers  has  passed  by ;  regular  armies  are 
good  for  conquest,  but  a  people  that  wants  to  defend 
itself  does  not  fear  the  best  soldiers  in  the  world.  We 
showed  that  to  the  Prussians,  the  Austrians,  the  Eng- 
lish, and  the  Russians,  from  1792  to  1800  ;  since  that, 
the  Spaniards  have  shown  it  to  us ;  and  even  before, 
the  Americans  had  shown  it  to  the  English.  The 
Emperor  will  talk  to  us  of  liberty,  you  may  be  sure  of 
it.  If  he  chooses  to  issue  proclamations  in  Germany, 
many  Grermans  will  side  with  us ;  they  have  been  pro- 
mised liberties,  to  make  them  march  in  mass  against 
France,  and  now  the  sovereigns  assembled  at  Vienna 
laugh  at  the  idea  of  keeping  their  promise  ;  they're 
dividing  the  people  among  themselves  like  flocks  and 
herds.  The  sensible  people  will  hold  together,  and  in 
this  way  peace  will  be  established  perforce.  It's  only 
the  kings  who  have  an  interest  in  war ;  nations  don't 
want  to  conquer  each  other,  so  long  as  they  can  benefit 
one  another  by  freedom  of  commerce,  and  that's  the 
chief  thing." 

In  his  excitement  he  saw  everything  in  a  pleasant 
light.  For  my  own  part,  I  thought  what  he  said  was 
so  natural,  that  I  felt  sure  the  Emperor  would  act  in  the 
way  he  suggested.  Catharine  thought  so  too.  We  all 
olessed  the  Lord  for  what  had  happened,  and  towards 
eleven  o'clock,  after  we  had  talked,  and  laughed,  and 
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shouted  ourselves  weary,  we  went  to  bed  with  the  best 
of  hopes.  Then  all  the  town  was  illuminated,  and  we 
had  put  little  lamps  outside  our  windows,  too.  Every 
moment  crackers  were  heard  going  off;  the  children 
were  crying,  "  Vive  l'Empereur !"  and  the  soldiers 
came  out  of  the  wine-shops  singing,  "  Down  with  the 
emigrants !" 

That  went  on  till  very  late,  and  it  was  not  till  one 
o'clock  we  at  last  got  to  sleep. 
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CHAPTEE  XIII. 

The  general  satisfaction  continued  for  five  or  sis 
days.  The  old  mayors  were  re-elected,  the  old  deputies 
and  gamekeepers — all  those  people,  in  fact,  "who  had 
been  thrust  aside  some  months  before.  The  whole  town, 
ladies  and  all,  wore  little  tricoloured  cockades,  which 
the  dressmakers  made  up  in  haste,  out  of  red,  blue,  and 
white  ribbons.  Those  who  lately  had  been  howling 
against  the  "  Corsican  ogre,"  had  no  other  name  now 
for  Louis  XVIII.  but  "  King  Panado."  On  the  2Sth 
of  March  the  Te  Deum  Avas  sung  ;  all  the  garrison  and 
the  authorities  were  present  in  great  state. 

After  the  Te  Deum,  the  authorities  gave  a  magnificent 
dinner  to  the  staff-officers  of  the  town ;  the  weather 
had  become  settled,  the  windows  of  the  City  of  Metz 
were  open,  and  clusters  of  lamps  hung  from  the  ceiling. 
Catharine  and  I  went  out  in  the  evening  to  enjoy  this 
spectacle.  All  round  the  long  tables  uniforms  and 
black  coats  were  seen  fraternising  together ;  and  until 
midnight,  sometimes  the  mayor,  sometimes  one  of  his 
deputies,  or  Mons.  Brancion,  the  new  town  commandant, 
was  getting  up  to  drink  the  health  of  the  Emperor,  or 
of  hi3  ministers,  or  to  drink  to  the  prosperity  of  France, 
the  maintenance  of  peace,  to  victory,  &c. 

The  glasses  clinked  merrily.  Without,  the  children 
were  letting  off  crackers ;  a  "  mat  de  cockagne  "*  had 
•  A  pole,  with  prizes  on  it,  to  be  won  by  climbing. 
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been  set  up  in  front  of  the  church  ;  some  wooden 
horses  and  organ-men  had  arrived  from  Saverne ; 
there  was  a  holiday  at  the  college  ;  and  in  Klein's  court- 
yard at  the  Ox  was  to  be  seen  the  spectacle  of  a  fight 
between  some  dogs  and  two  asses  ;  in  fact,  they  were 
doing  as  they  have  done  in  1830,  in  1848,  and  since.  It's 
always  the  same ;  people  invent  nothing  new  to  glorify 
those  who  go  up,  and  to  jeer  at  those  who  go  down. 

But  it  seems  that  the  Emperor  had  no  time  to  lose  in 
rejoicings.  The  Gazette  said,  indeed,  that  his  majesty 
wished  for  peace,  that  he  demanded  nothing,  that  he 
had  come  to  an  agreement  with  his  father-in-law,  the 
Emperor  Francis,  that  Marie  Louise  and.  the  King  of 
Rome  were  coming  back,  that  they  were  expected.  Yes, 
but  meanwhile  an  order  came  to  put  the  place  in  a 
state  of  defence.  Two  years  before,  Phalsbourg  had 
been  a  hundred  leagues  from  the  frontier ;  the  ramparts 
were  crumbling  to  ruin,  the  ditches  were  becoming 
choked  up,  there  was  no  artillery  in  the  arsenal  but  some 
old  pieces  of  Louis  XIV  's  time,  rampart  guns  that  were 
let  off  with  slow  matches,  and  some  cannon,  so  heavy 
on  their  clumsy  carriages,  that  whole  teams  of  horses 
rrere  required  to  drag  them  along.  The  real  arsenals 
irere  at  Dresden,  Hamburg,  and  Erfurt ;  but  now,  with- 
out having  moved,  we  were  ten  leagues  from  Rhenish 
Bavaria,  and  upon  us  the  first  discharge  of  shells  and 
balls  would  fall.  So  day  by  day  orders  came  to  heighten 
the  ramparts,  clear  out  the  ditches,  and  put  the  cannon 
in  order. 

At  the  beginning  of  April  a  great  workshop  was 
established  in  the  arsenal  for  the  repairing  of  weapons. 
Men  of  the  engineer  corps  and  artillerymen  came  from 
Metz  to  make  the  levellings  inside  the  bastions  and  the 
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embrasures  around  them.  There  was  a  greater  stir 
than  even  in  1805  and  1813,  and  I  thought  more  than 
once  that  wide  frontiers  at  a  distance  had  their  advan- 
tages after  all,  since  the  people  who  live  in  the  interior 
are  spared  many  blows,  and  can  live  in  peace  a  long 
time,  while  the  others  are  already  being  bombarded. 

We  were  suffering  very  great  anxiety ;  for  naturally, 
when  new  palisades  are  fixed  on  the  glacis,  and  fascines 
are  put  to  the  half-moons,  and  cannon  are  planted  in 
every  angle  of  a  strong  town,  there  will  be  men  wanted 
to  guard  and  to  work  all  this.  More  than  once,  when 
we  heard  the  decrees  read  in  the  evening  journal, 
Catharine  and  I  listened  with  compressed  lips.  I  felt 
already  that  instead  of  staying  here  quietly,  clean- 
ing and  mending  clocks,  I  should  perhaps  have  to 
begin  practising  the  double  again ;  and  that  made  me 
feel  very  uncomfortable.  Melancholy  took  possession 
of  me  more  and  more  ;  often  Mons.  Goulden,  when  he 
saw  me  sitting  quite  pensive,  would  cry  out  in  a  cheerful 
tone — 

"  Come,  Joseph,  courage  !    All  will  end  well." 

He  wanted  to  raise  my  spirits;  but  I  felt  thuaj 
"  Yes,  yes — you  tell  me  these  things  to  encourage  me  ; 
but  if  a  man  be  not  blind,  he  can  see  what  a  turn  things 
are  taking." 

Events  marched  on  so  quickly,  that  decrees  followed 
decrees  like  hail,  all  garnished  with  fine  words  to  make 
them  read  well.  We  heard  that  the  regiments  were 
again  to  be  called  by  their  old  numbers,  rendered  illuso 
trious  in  so  many  glorious  campaigns.  Without  being 
very  cunning,  we  could  easily  understand  that  the  old 
numbers  which  had  no  regiments  would  have  them 
\gahi.    And  if  that  were  not  enough,  we  heard  that  the 
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3rd,  4th,  and  5th  battalions  of  infantry,  the  4th  and 
5th  squadrons  of  cavalry,  thirty  battalions  of  the  artillery 
train,  twenty  regiments  of  the  Young  Guard,  ten 
battalions  for  the  commissariat  department,  and  twenty 
regiments  of  marine  were  all  to  be  embodied,  as  they 
said,  to  give  employment  to  the  half-pay  officers  of  all 
arms,  naval  and  military ;  but  it  was  all  very  well  to 
say  this  ;  when  regiments  are  embodied,  the  next  thing 
is  to  fill  the  ranks ;  and  when  the  numbers  are  full,  the 
next  thing  to  do  is  to  march  the  men  away. 

Ah,  when  I  saw  that,  my  confidence  was  gone.  And 
they  kept  on  repeating,  "  Peace,  peace ! — we  accept  the 
treaty  of  Paris — the  kings  and  emperors  assembled  at 
Vienna  will  come  to  terms  with  us — Marie  Louise  and 
the  King  of  Rome  are  on  their  way  back."  The  more 
these  things  were  repeated,  the  more  my  distrust  in- 
creased. It  was  of  no  use  for  Mons.  Goulden  to  tell  me — 

"  He  has  taken  Carnot — Carnot  is  a  good  patriot— 
Carnot  will  prevent  him  from  making  war — or,  if  we 
are  obliged  to  go  to  war,  he  will  show  him  that  we  must 
await  the  enemy  at  home — we  must  rouse  up  the  whole 
nation,  and  declare  the  country  in  danger — and  so  on." 

It  was  of  no  use  his  saying  such  things  as  these  to 
me  :  I  always  repeated  to  myself — "  All  these  measures 
are  not  taken  for  nothing  ;  the  regiments  will  be  i*aised 
to  their  full  strength,  that's  certain." 

It  soon  became  known,  too,  that  ten  thousand  picked 
men  were  to  be  received  into  the  Guards,  and  that  the 
light  artillery  was  reorganised.  But  light  artillery  is 
meant  to  march  with  an  army,  that's  very  clear.  To 
remain  behind  ramparts,  and  defend  oneself  at  home, 
light  artillery  is  not  required.  This  idea  came  into  my 
head  directly ;  and  even  in  the  evenings  I  could  not 
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help  saying  so  to  Catharine.  I  had  always  been  careful 
to  conceal  my  forebodings  from  her  ;  but  this  time  the 
impulse  was  too  strong  for  me.  She  made  no  reply, 
which  proved  to  me  that  she  was  a  sensible  woman,  and 
thought  as  I  did. 

All  these  things  took  away  a  good  deal  of  my  enthu- 
siasm for  the  Emperor.  Sometimes  when  I  was  at 
work  I  said  to  myself — 

"  After  all,  I  would  rather  look  out  of  my  window  at 
processions  than  go  and  fight  against  people  whom 
I  don't  know.  At  any  rate,  the  sight  would  not  cost 
me  an  arm  or  a  leg  ;  and  if  it  displeased  me  very  much, 
I  could  go  and  take  a  walk  to  Quatre-Vents." 

My  disquietude  was  increased  by  the  fact  that  since 
her  dispute  with  Mons.  G-oulden,  Aunt  Grethel  did  not 
come  to  see  us  any  more.  She  was  an  obstinate  woman  ; 
she  would  not  listen  to  reason,  and  could  bear  a  grudge 
against  people  for  years  and  years.  Still  she  was  our 
mother,  and  it  was  our  duty  to  give  way  to  her ;  she 
only  wished  for  our  happiness.  But  how  should  we 
manage  so  as  to  agree  both  with  her  and  Mons.  Goulden  ? 
That's  what  troubled  us ;  for  if  we  owed  affection  to 
Aunt  Grethel,  we  also  owed  the  greatest  respect  to  the 
worthy  man  who  looked  upon  us  as  his  own  children, 
and  showered  benefits  on  us  every  day. 

These  thoughts  made  us  very  sad ;  and  I  had  made 
up  my  mind  to  tell  Mons.  Goulden  that  Catharine  and 
I  were  Jacobins  like  himself,  but  that  without  dis- 
claiming the  ideas  of  the  Jacobins  or  abandoning  them, 
we  ought  to  honour  our  mother,  and  go  to  her  to  ask 
about  her  health.  I  did  not  know  how  he  would  receive 
our  declaration  ;  but  one  morning,  on  a  Sunday,  when 
we  came  down  at  about  eight  o'clock,  we  found  this 


Waterloo.  141 

excellent  man,  who  had  just  dressed  himself,  waiting 
for  us  ;  he  seemed  in  a  cheerful  mood,  and  said — 

'•  My  children,  for  almost  a  month  Aunt  Grethel 
has  not  been  here  to  see  us ;  she  is  obstinate.  Well, 
I'm  going  to  show  that  I'm  wiser  than  she,  and  I  will 
gi<e  way  to  her.  Between  people  like  ourselves  there 
ought  no  cloud  to  come.  After  breakfast  we  will  go  to 
Quatre-Vents,  and  tell  her  she's  a  stubborn  person,  and 
that  we  love  her  in  spite  of  her  faults.  You  shall  see 
how  ashamed  she  will  be  !" 

He  laughed,  and  we  felt  quite  moved. 

"Ah,  Mons.  Goulden,  how  good  you  are!"  cried 
Catharine ;  "  any  one  must  have  a  very  bad  heart  not 
to  love  you." 

"  Why  ?"  he  replied,  "  is  not  what  I  am  doing  quite 
natural  ?  Ought  one  to  remain  divided  for  the  sake  of 
a  few  words?  Heaven  be  thanked,  age  teaches  us 
that  the  most  reasonable  man  is  he  who  makes  the  first 
advances  ;  and  you  must  know  that  this  is  even  written 
in  the  Rights  of  Man,  to  maintain  concord  among 
honest  folks." 

When  he  had  cited  the  Mights  of  Man,  there  was 
nothing  more  to  be  said  on  the  subject.  It  may  be 
imagined  how  glad  we  were.  Catharine,  in  her  joy,  could 
hardly  wait  until  breakfast  was  over ;  she  tripped  about 
right  and  left,  to  bring  his  walking-stick,  his  square- 
toed  shoes,  and  the  box  in  which  his  best  wig  was  fixed 
on  its  stand.  She  helped  Mons.  Goulden  to  get  into 
the  sleeves  of  the  nut-brown  coat ;  he  looked  at  her 
with  a  smile,  and  at  last  embraced  her. 

"  Ah,  I  knew,"  he  said,  "  that  my  doing  this  would 
make  you  happy.  So  let  us  not  lose  a  minute,  but  start 
at  once." 
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Accordingly  we  went  out  together.  The  weather 
was  very  fine.  Mons.  Goulden  gave  his  arm  to  Catha- 
rine, solemnly,  as  he  always  did  in  the  town,  attid  I 
walked  behind  them  with  a  glad  heart.  I  had  before 
my  eyes  the  beings  I  loved  best  in  the  world,  and  I  was 
thinking  of  what  Mother  Grethel  would  say.  We 
passed  the  gates,  and  then  the  glacis ;  and  twenty 
minutes  afterwards,  without  having  hurried  too  much, 
we  arrived  at  Aunt  Grethel' s  door. 

It  might  then  be  about  ten  o'clock.  As  I  had  gone 
on  a  little  way  in  advance,  at  the  inn  of  La  Roulette, 
I  first  went  into  the  avenue  of  elms  which  skirted  the 
house,  and  looked  through  the  window,  to  see  what 
aunt  was  about.  She  was  sitting  just  opposite  me, 
near  the  smoking  stove ;  she  had  on  her  petticoat  with 
the  blue  stripes  and  the  great  pockets  in  front,  her 
coarse  cloth  jacket,  and  wooden  shoes.  She  was  knit« 
ting,  with  her  eyes  cast  down,  and  looked  melancholy ; 
her  long  thin  arms  projected  from  her  sleeves  to  the 
elbow,  and  her  grey  hair  was  twisted  at  the  back  of  her 
head,  without  a  cap.  When  I  saw  her  sitting  thus  all 
alone,  I  said  to  myself — "  Poor  Aunt  Grethel,  she's 
certainly  thinking  of  us — she  continues  obstinate  in  her 
sorrow— it's  a  dreary  life  to  be  alone,  and  not  to  see 
one's  children."  That  made  my  heart  ache  ;  but  at  that 
moment  the  door  towards  the  road  opened,  and  Father 
Goulden  entered  gleefully  with  Catharine,  crying — ■ 

"Ah,  you  don't  come  to  see  us  any  more,  Mother 
Grethel,  so  it's  recaiisite  that  I  should  bring  your 
children  to  you,  and  that  I  should  come  to  embrace 
you  myself !  You've  got  to  give  us  a  good  dinner,  do 
you  hear  ?    And  let  that  be  a  lesson  for  you." 

He  seemed  grave,  even  in  his  joy.    Aunt,  when  she 
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Saw  them,  hastened  to  embrace  Catharine;  then  she 
threw  herself  into  Mons.  Gouldcn's  arms,  and  hung 
round  his  neck. 

"  Ah,  Mons.  Goulden,"  she  cried,  "  how  rejoiced  J 
am  to  see  you !  You  are  a  good  man — you  are  a  thou- 
sand times  better  than  I." 

Seeing  that  things  were  taking  a  good  turn,  I  ran  to 
the  door,  and  found  them  both  with  tears  in  their  eyes. 
Then  Father  Goulden  said — 

"  We  won't  talk  politics  any  more  !" 

"  Ah,  one  may  be  a  Jacobin  or  anything  one  likes ; 
the  chief  thing  is  to  have  a  good  heart." 

Then  she  came  to  embrace  me  too,  and  said — 

"  My  poor  Joseph,  I've  been  thinking  of  you  from  morn- 
ing till  night.  Now  everything's  well,  and  I  am  content !" 

Then  she  ran  off  into  the  kitchen,  and  began  rattling 
all  her  pots  and  pans  to  regale  us;  while  Mons.  Goulden 
deposited  his  stick  in  the  corner,  placed  his  great  hat 
upon  it,  and  sat  down  by  the  stove  with  the  air  of  a 
well-pleased  man. 

"What  fine  weather  !"  he  exclaimed.  "Everything 
is  growing  green,  everything  is  flourishing — how  glad 
I  should  be  to  live  in  the  fields,  to  see  the  hedges 
through  my  windows;  and  apple-trees  and  plum-trees, 
all  white  and  pink  !" 

He  was  as  merry  as  a  lark;  and  so  we  should  all 
have  been,  but  for  the  ideas  of  war  which  kept  moving 
in  our  heads. 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  mother,"  said  Catharine.  "  Sit 
down  quietly  by  Mons.  Goulden.  I  will  prepare  the 
dinner,  like  in  the  old  times." 

"  But  you  won't  know  where  to  look  for  anything 
now,"  said  my  aunt,     "  I've  altered  everything." 
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"  Sit  down,  I  beg  of  you,"  answered  Catharine. 
"  Make  yourself  easy  ;  I  shall  find  the  butter,  and  eggs, 
and  flour,  and  all  that  I  want." 

"  Well,  well,  I  must  obey  you,"  said  my  aunt,  as  she 
went  down  into  the  cellar. 

Catharine  hung  her  pretty  shawl  over  the  back  of  my 
chair;  she  put  wood  into  the  fire,  and  melted  some 
butter,  and  looked  into  the  saucepans  to  see  that  all 
was  going  on  well.  Presently  aunt  came  up  from  the 
cellar,  with  a  bottle  of  white  wine. 

"You  must  take  some  refreshment  before  dinner," 
she  said ;  "  and  while  Catharine  is  attending  to  the 
kitchen,  I  shall  put  on  my  gown,  and  give  myself  a 
touch  of  the  comb,  of  which  I  stand  in  need,  Heaven 
knows.  For  you,  you  must  go  out — go  to  the  orchard 
— here,  Joseph,  take  these  glasses  and  the  bottle — go 
and  sit  down  in  the  apiary — it's  fine  weather — in  an 
hour  all  will  be  ready  here.  I  will  go  and  drink  a 
health  with  you." 

So  Father  G-oulden  and  I  went  out,  passing  through 
the  high  grass  and  the  yellow  marigolds,  which  came 
up  to  our  knees.  It  was  very  warm,  and  there  was  a 
humming  all  round.  We  sat  down  in  the  shadow  of 
the  apiary,  looking  at  the  magnificent  sun  that  shone 
between  the  buzzing  hives.  Mons.  Goulden  hung  up 
his  wig  behind  him,  to  be  more  at  his  ease ;  I  uncorked 
the  bottle,  and  we  drank  the  good  little  white  wine. 

"  Come,  everything  is  going  well,"  said  he.  "  If  men 
commit  follies,  Providence  still  watches  over  the  world. 
Look  at  those  corn  crops,  Joseph,  how  they're  growing : 
what  a  harvest  there  will  be  three  or  four  months  hence  ! 
And  these  turnips,  and  colzas,  and  shrubs,  and  bees, 
how  all  seem  to  work,  and    to    live,   and   to   grow ! 
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What  a  pity  that  men  do  not  follow  such  an  example — 
that  some  must  work  to  maintain  others  in  idleness, 
<ind  that  there  must  always  be  do-nothings  of  all  kinds, 
who  treat  us  as  Jacobins  because  we  want  to  have  order, 
justice,  and  peace  !" 

What  he  loved  most  in  the  world  was  the  sight  of 
work :  not  of  ours,  which  is  nothing,  but  the  work  of 
the  smallest  insects  that  run  on  the  earth  among  the 
grass,  as  if  in  endless  forests — that  build  themselves 
dwellings,  and  congregate  together,  and  hatch  their 
eggs,  and  store  them  up  in  magazines,  and  warm  them 
by  exposing  them  to  the  sun,  and  take  them  in  at  night 
and  defend  them  against  enemies — that  great  life  where 
everything  sings,  where  everything  is  in  its  place,  from 
the  lark  that  fills  the  sky  with  its  joyous  music  to 
the  ant  which  goes  and  comes,  runs  to  and  fro,  reaps, 
saws,  drags  burdens,  and  is  a  Jack-of-all-trades.  Yes, 
that's  what  Mons.  Goulden  admired ;  but  he  never 
spoke  of  it  but  in  the  fields,  when  he  saw  this  grand 
spectacle ;  and  naturally  then  he  spoke  of  God,  whom 
he  called  the  Supreme  Being,  like  the  old  calendar- 
maker  of  the  Republic,  and  He  was  the  essence  of  reason, 
tvisdom,  goodness,  love,  justice,  order,  and  life.  The 
old  idea  of  the  calendar-maker  came  back  to  him  too ; 
it  was  magnificent  to  hear  him  talk  of  pluviose,  the 
season  of  rain ;  of  nivose,  the  season  of  snow ;  of 
ventose,  the  season  of  winds ;  and  then  of  floreal, 
prairial,  and  fructidor.  He  said  that  the  ideas  of  men 
in  those  times  had  reference  to  the  Providence  of  God, 
whereas  July,  September,  and  October  meant  nothing, 
and  had  been  invented  for  no  purpose  but  to  obscure 
and  confuse  everything.  Once  on  this  chapter  there 
was  no  stopping  him,  and  he  got  you  to  see  everything 
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in  Lis  way.  Unfortunately,  I  have  not  the  learning 
that  this  excellent  man  possessed,  otherwise  I  should  be 
very  glad  to  repeat  his  ideas  to  you. 

We  were  just  discussing  this  subject  when  Mother 
Grethel  appeared  coming  from  the  house  towards  the 
apiary,  well  washed  and  combed,  and  in  her  Sunday 
clothes ;  and  Mons.  G-ouldon  stopped  immediately  for 
the  sake  of  keeping  the  peace. 

"  Well,  here  I  am,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  it's  all  ready 
now." 

"  Come,  sit  you  down,"  cried  Mons.  Goulden ;  and 
he  made  room  for  her  on  the  bench  beside  him. 

"  Ah,  do  you  know  what  time  it  is  ?"  cried  my  aunt 
"  Time  doesn't  hang  heavy  on  your  hands.     Listen !" 

We  listened,  and  heard  the  town  clock  slowly  striking 
twelve. 

"  What !  twelve  o'clock  already  !"  exclaimed  Mons. 
G-oulden.  "  I  should  have  sworn  we  hadn't  been  sitting 
here  ten  minutes." 

"  Well,  it's  twelve  o'clock,"  said  my  aunt,  "  and 
dinner's  waiting  for  you." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Mons.  Goulden,  offering  her  his 
arm.  "  Come,  Gossip,  let  us  go  in  ;  since  you  have  told 
me  the  time,  my  appetite  has  come." 

They  went  down  the  avenue  arm-in-arm  ;  I  followed 
in  very  good  spirits ;  and  when  we  came  to  the  door  a 
very  agreeable  spectacle  offered  itself  to  our  eyes.  The 
great  soup-tureen,  with  its  red  painted  flowers,  was 
steaming  on  the  table ;  a  stuffed  breast  of  veal  filled 
the  room  with  its  fragrant  odour,  and  some  spiced  cakes 
were  piled  up  in  a  great  dish  oa  the  old  oak  sideboard ; 
while  two  bottles,  with  glasses  sparkling  like  crystal, 
glittered  on  the  white  cloth  by  the  plates ;  and  when  one 
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saw  this  one  could  not  help  thinking  how  many  good 
gifts  Providence  showers  upon  men. 

Catharine,  with  her  pretty  red  cheeks  and  white  teeth, 
laughed  at  our  satisfaction,  and  it  may  be  said  that 
throughout  dinner  our  disquietude  for  the  future  was 
banished  from  our  minds.  We  only  thought  of  making 
ourselves  comfortable,  and  laughed,  and  thought  that 
everything  was  satisfactory  in  the  world. 

It  was  not  till  later  in  the  day,  when  we  were  taking 
coffee,  that  a  kind  of  sadness  came  upon  us ;  without 
knowing  why,  each  of  us  became  thoughtful.  We 
would  not  talk  of  politics,  though,  until  at  last  Aunt 
Grethel  herself  asked  what  the  news  was.  Mons. 
Goulden  then  said  that  the  Emperor  wished  for  peace, 
that  he  was  only  putting  himself  in  a  state  of  defence— 
a  necessary  thing,  to  show  our  enemies  we  were  not 
afraid  of  them.  He  said  that  in  any  case,  in  spite  of 
their  evil  intentions,  the  allies  would  not  dare,  would 
not  invade  us,  for  that  Father-in-law  Francis,  though 
he  had  not  much  heart,  had  enough  not  to  wish  to 
overthrow  his  son-in-law  with  his  daughter  and  his 
grandson  twice  ;  that  it  would  be  against  nature  ;  and 
that,  moreover,  the  nation  would  rise  in  a  body,  that 
the  country  would  be  declared  in  danger,  and  that  it 
would  not  be  merely  a  war  of  soldiers,  but  a  war  of  all 
Frenchmen  against  those  who  wanted  to  oppress  them. 
That  this  would  bring  the  allied  sovereigns  to  reason, 
and  so  on. 

He  said  many  other  things  which  I  cannot  remember 
now.  Aunt  Grethel  listened  without  making  any  reply. 
At  last  she  rose,  and  took  from  a  cupboard  a  grey  paper 
which  she  handed  to  Mons.  Goulden,  saying  to  him — ■ 

"  Just  read  this ;  there  are  similar  papers  going  the 


]  48  Waterloo. 

round  of  all  the  country ;  this  one  conies  from  Mons. 
the  Cure  Diemer.  You  can  see  by  this  if  peace  is 
secure." 

Mons.  Goulden  had  not  his  spectacles,  therefore  I 
read  the  paper  for  him.  I  have  put  all  these  old 
writings  away  years  ago  ;  they  have  become  yellow,  and 
no  one  thinks  of  them  now,  or  speaks  of  them ;  and  yet 
it's  always  good  to  read  them  now  and  then.  Who  can 
tell  what  will  happen?  The  old  kings  and  emperors, 
who  were  against  us,  have  died  after  doing  us  all  the 
harm  in  their  power ;  but  their  sons  and  grandsons  are 
alive,  and  don't  look  too  favourably  upon  us ;  what 
they  have  asserted  in  times  past  they  may  assert 
again,  and  those  vriio  helped  the  old  kings  may 
help  the  new  ones.  Well,  this  is  what  the  paper 
declared — 

"  The  allied  powers,  who  have  signed  the  treaty  of 
Paris,  and  are  now  assembled  at  the  congress  of  Vienna, 
having  been  informed  of  the  escape  of  Napoleon 
Bonaparte,  and  of  his  appearance,  in  arms,  in  France, 
owe  to  their  dignity,  and  to  the  interest  of  social  order, 
a  solemn  declaration  of  the  sentiments  by  which  they 
are  actuated  on  this  occasion. 

"  By  thus  breaking  the  convention  which  had  estab- 
lished him  in  the  Island  of  Elba,  Bonaparte  has  destroyed 
the  only  legal  title  on  which  his  existence  depended. 
By  reappearing  in  France  with  projects  of  disturbance 
and  confusion,  he  has  deprived  himself  by  his  own  act 
of  the  protection  of  the  laws,  and  has  manifested  in  the 
face  of  the  universe  that  there  can  be  no  peace  or  treaty 
with  him." 

Thus  the  allies  went  on,  through  two  long  pages  • 
and  these  people,  who  could  have  nothing  in  common 
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with  us,  whom  our  affairs  did  not  concern,  and  who 
gave  themselves  the  title  of  defenders  of  the  peace, 
•concluded  with  the  declaration  that  they  were  going  to 
unite  in  a  body  to  maintain  the  treaty  of  Paris,  and  to 
restore  Louis  XVIII. 

"When  I  had  done  reading,  my  aunt  looked  at  Mons, 
Goulden,  and  said  to  him— 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that  ?" 

"  I  think,"  he  replied,  "  that  these  men  are  laughing 
at  the  people,  and  that  they  exterminate  the  human 
race  without  shame  and  without  pity,  to  maintain  fifteen 
or  twenty  families  in  abundance.  I  think  those  people 
look  upon  themselves  as  gods,  or  upon  us  as  beasts." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Aunt  Grethel,  "  I  don't  deny  it ; 
but  that  won't  prevent  Joseph  from  having  to  go." 

I  turned  quite  pale  when  I  considered  that  aunt  was 
right. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Mons.  Goulden,  "  I  have  known  it 
for  some  days ;  and  this  is  what  I  have  done.  You 
have  no  doubt  heard,  Mother  Grethel,  that  they're 
establishing  great  workshops  for  repairing  arms.  There's 
one  of  them  in  the  arsenal  at  Phalsbourg,  but  they're 
in  want  of  good  workmen.  Naturally,  good  workmen 
render  just  as  good  service  to  the  state,  by  repairing 
arms,  as  those  who  go  out  and  fight ;  they  have  more 
trouble,  but,  at  any  rate,  they  don't  risk  their  Lives,  and 
they  stay  at  home.  Well,  then,  I  went  directly  to  the 
commandant  of  artillery,  Mons.  de  Montravel,  and 
presented  a  request  that  Joseph  should  be  received  as  a 
workman.  To  repair  a  gunlock  is  easy  work  for  a  good 
clockmaker  ;  Mons.  de  Montravel  accepted  my  proposal 
at  once.  And  here  is  his  order,"  said  Mons.  Goulden, 
showing  us  a  paper  he  drew  from  his  pocket. 
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Then  I  felt  like  a  man  new  born,  and  I  called  out— 

"  Oh,  Mons.  Goulden,  you  are  more  than  a  father  to 
us  ;  you  have  saved  my  life." 

And  Catharine,  who  had  been  suffocating  with  dis- 
quietude for  a  long  time  past,  went  out  directly ;  while 
Aunt  Grethel,  who  had  got  up,  embraced  Mons.  Goulden 
a  second  time,  saying — 

"  Yes,  you  are  the  best  of  men — a  sensible  man — a 
very  clever  man  indeed.  Ah,  if  all  the  Jacobins  were 
like  you,  women  would  want  to  marry  none  but 
Jacobins." 

"  But  what  I  have  done  is  a  very  simple  thing," 
said  he. 

"  No,  no,  it's  not  a  simple  thing ;  it's  your  good  heart 
that  puts  these  good  ideas  into  your  head." 

As  for  me,  in  my  astonishment  and  my  joy,  I  could 
not  find  words  ;  and  while  my  aunt  was  speaking,  I  went 
out  into  the  backyard,  to  take  a  turn  in  the  open  air. 
Catharine  was  there  in  the  corner  of  the  arbour ;  she 
was  weeping  hot  tears. 

"  Ah,  now,"  she  said,  "  I  breathe  again ;  I've  new  life 
now." 

I  embraced  her  with  indescribable  tenderness.  1  saw 
what  she  must  have  suffered  for  a  month  past ;  but  she 
was  a  courageous  woman,  who  hid  her  uneasiness  from 
me ;  she  knew  that  I  had  enough  anxiety  of  my  own. 
We  stood  there  more  than  ten  minutes  to  dry  our  tears  ; 
then,  when  we  had  gone  in  again,  Mons.  Goulden 
said — 

"  Well,  Joseph,  it's  for  to-morrow  ;  you  must  start 
early  ;  you  will  not  want  for  work." 

What  happiness  to  think  that  I  should  not  have  to 
go  away  !     Ah,  I  had  other  reasons  for  wishing  to  stay. 
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Catharine  and  I  had  hopes  of  our  own.  Ah,  those  who 
have  never  experienced  this  cannot  know  what  men  may 
Buffer,  or  what  a  weight  a  piece  of  good  news  takes  off 
your  heart. 

"YVe  stopped  at  Quatre- Vents  about  an  hour  more. 
Then  just  as  people  were  coming  back  from  vespers,  and 
night  was  falling,  we  set  out  on  our  way  back  to  the 
town.  Aunt  Grethel  accompanied  us  as  far  as  the 
posting-house,  and  by  seven  o'clock  we  were  mounting 
our  own  staircase. 

Thus  it  was  that  peace  was  concluded  between  Aunt 
(xrethel  and  Mons.  Grouldeu.  After  that  she  came  to 
see  us  as  often  as  ever.  I  used  to  go  every  day  to  the 
arsenal,  and  work  at  repairing  gunlocks.  When  twelve 
o'clock  rang,  I  used  to  come  home  to  dinner.  At  one 
o'clock  I  went  back  to  work,  and  stayed  till  seven.  I 
was  at  once  an  artisan  and  a  soldier;  I  was  excused 
from  parade,  but  overwhelmed  with  work.  We  hoped 
that  I  should  remain  in  this  position  to  the  end  of  the 
war,  if  by  any  unhappy  chance  it  should  break  out,  for 
nothing  was  known  for  certain. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

We  had  gained  a  little  confidence  since  I  had  been 
working  at  the  arsenal,  but  still  we  were  somewhat  dis- 
quieted ;  for  hundreds  of  weekly  labourers,  old  soldiers, 
re-enlisted  for  a  campaign,  and  conscripts  were  con- 
tinually passing,  with  their  bags  behind  them,  and 
dressed  in  their  village  clothes.  They  all  shouted  "  Vive 
PEmpereur !"  and  looked  furious.  In  the  great  hall  of 
the  mayor's  house,  some  received  a  capote,  others  a 
shako,  others  epaulettes,  gaiters,  or  shoes,  at  the  expense 
of  the  department.  Then  they  went  away  to  join  the 
army,  and  I  wished  them  a  happy  journey. 

All  the  tailors  in  the  town  were  making  uniforms  on 
speculation;  the  gendarmes  gave  up  their  horses  to 
mount  the  cavalry,  and  his  worship  the  mayor, 
Baron  Parmentier,  excited  the  young  lads  of  sixteen 
and  seventeen  to  take  service  with  the  partisans  of 
Colonel  Price,  who  were  to  defend  the  passes  of  the 
Zorne,  the  Zinsclle,  and  the  Sarro.  The  baron  was 
himself  going  to  the  Champ  de  Mai,  and  that  doubled 
his  enthusiasm.  "  Come — courage  !"  he  would  cry  to 
them ;  and  then  he  talked  of  the  Greeks  and  the  Romans, 
and  how  they  used  to  fight  for  their  country. 

I  thought  as  I  listened  to  him  — 

"  If  you  think  that  so  fine,  why  don't  you  go  and 
join,  yourself?" 

It  may  be  imagined  with  what  zeal  I  (vorked  at  the 
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arsenal ;  nothing  was  a  trouble  to  me,  and  I  could  have 
gone  on  day  and  night  repairing  guns,  fitting  bayonets, 
and  tightening  screws.  When  Commandant  do  Mont- 
ravel  came  to  see  what  we  were  doing,  he  commended  me. 

"  That  will  do,"  he  said  ;  "  that's  well ;  I'm  pleased 
with  you,  Bertha." 

I  heard  these  words  with  much  satisfaction,  and  did 
not  fail  to  repeat  them  to  Catharine,  to  cheer  her  up ; 
we  were  almost  certain  that  Mons.  de  Montravel  would 
keep  me  at  Phalsbourg. 

The  Gazettes  now  talked  about  nothing  but  the  new 
constitution,  which  they  called  the  additional  act,  and 
of  the  Champ  de  Mai.  Mons.  G-oulden  had  always  some- 
thing to  object,  sometimes  on  one  point,  sometimes  on 
another  ;  but  I  did  not  mix  myself  up  with  these  affairs ; 
I  even  felt  sorry  for  having  cried  out  against  the  pro- 
cessions and  expiations ;  for  I  had  had  enough  of 
politics. 

This  went  on  until  the  23rd  of  May.  That  day, 
towards  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  was  in  the  great 
hall  of  the  arsenal,  busy  packing  cases  of  guns.  Both 
sides  of  the  great  folding  doors  were  open  ;  the  soldiers 
of  the  military  train,  with  their  waggons,  were  waiting 
in  front  of  the  piles  of  cannon-balls  to  load  their  cases. 
I  was  nailing  down  the  last,  when  Robert,  the  engineer 
guard,  touched  me  on  the  shoulder,  and  said  to  me 
quietly — 

"  Bertha,  Commandant  de  Montravel  wishes  to  see 
you  ;  he  is  in  the  pavilion." 

What  could  the  commandant  have  to  say  to  me  ?  I 
did  not  know,  and  I  felt  frightened  directly.  However, 
I  went  off  directly  across  the  great  courtyard,  mounted 
the  staircase,  and  knocked  gently  at  the  door. 
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"  Come  in !"  cried  the  commandant. 

T  opened  the  door  trembling,  cap  in  hand.  Com- 
mandant de  Montravel  was  a  tall,  thin,  dark  man,  with 
his  head  slightly  bowed.  He  was  walking  up  and  down, 
amid  his  books  and  maps,  and  weapons  that  bung  from 
the  walls. 

"  Ah,  it's  you,  Bertha,"  he  said,  when  he  perceived 
me ;  "  I've  disagreeable  news  for  you.  The  third  batta- 
lion, to  which  you  belong,  is  to  march  to  Metz." 

When  I  heard  this  terrible  news  I  felt  my  heart 
stand  still,  and  I  could  not  answer  a  word. 

The  commandant  looked  at  me. 

"  Don't  distress  yourself,"  he  said,  after  a  moment's 
silence ;  "  you  married  some  months  ago,  and,  moreover, 
you're  a  good  workman,  and  that  deserves  to  be  taken 
into  consideration.  Give  this  letter  to  Colonel  Des- 
michels,  at  the  arsenal  of  Metz  ;  he's  a  friend  of  mine, 
and  will  find  you  employment  in  his  workshops,  you 
may  be  sure." 

I  took  the  letter  he  held  out  to  me,  thanked  him,  and 
went  away  full  of  anxious  forebodings. 

At  our  house,  Zebedee,  Mons.  G-oulden,  and  Catharine 
were  talking  together  in  the  workshop ;  dismay  was 
painted  on  their  faces,  for  they  knew  all  already. 

"  The  third  battalion  is  to  march,"  I  said  to  them,  as 
I  came  in ;  "  but  that's  no  matter — for  his  Honour  the 
commandant  has  just  given  me  this  letter  for  the  chief  of 
the  arsenal  at  Metz.  Don't  be  disquieted — I  shall  not 
have  to  serve  the  campaign." 

I  felt  almost  choking.  Mons.  Goulden  took  the 
letter,  and  said — 

"  It  is  open,  and  has  been  left  so  t  jat  we  may  read  it." 

So  he  read  the  letter,  in  which  Mons.  de  Montravel 
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recommended  me  to  his  friend,  saying  that  I  was 
married,  and  a  good  workman,  full  of  zeal,  necessary  to 
my  family,  and  that  I  had  done  really  good  service  at 
the  arsenal.  Nothing  better  could  have  been  written. 
Zebedee  called  out — 

"  Now  your  business  is  sure  !" 

"Yes,"  said  Mons.  Goulden,  "you're  retained  in  the 
arsenal  of  Metz." 

And  Catharine  became  quite  pale,  and  embraced  me, 
saying — 

"What  happiness,  Joseph !" 

All  pretended  to  believe  that  I  should  remain  at 
Metz,  and  I  also  tried  to  hide  my  terror  from  them. 
But  it  was  choking  me,  and  I  could  hardly  keep  from 
sobbing ;  fortunately,  the  idea  came  into  my  head  that 
I  would  go  and  tell  the  news  to  Aunt  Grethel. 

"  Listen,"  I  said  to  them.  "  Though  it's  not  for  long, 
and  I  am  to  stay  at  Metz,  I  must  go  and  announce  this 
good  news  to  Aunt  Grethel.  This  evening,  between 
five  and  six  o'clock,  I  shall  be  back.  Catharine  will 
have  time  to  pack  my  bag,  and  we  will  sup  together." 

"  Yes,  go,  Joseph,"  said  Mons.  G-oulden. 

Catharine  said  nothing,  for  she  had  much  ado  to 
keep  from  bursting  into  tears.  I  went  off  like  one 
distraught.  Zebedee,  who  was  going  back  to  barracks, 
informed  me  that  the  officer  who  superintended  the 
clothing  was  at  the  mayor's,  and  that  I  must  be  there 
towards  five  o'clock.  I  listened  to  his  words  like  one 
in  a  dream,  and  rushed  away  quite  out  of  the  town. 
On  the  glacis,  I  set  off  running  without  looking  where, 
in  the  covered  way ;  I  passed  the  fountain  of  Trois- 
Chateaux,  and  Upper  Baraques,  beside  the  wood,  to  go 
to  Quatre-Vents.     I  cannot  describe  the  thoughts  that 
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passed  through  my  brain ;  I  was  scared,  and  would 
have  liked  to  run  as  far  as  Switzerland.  But  the  worst 
was  when  I  approached  Quatre-Vents  by  the  x)ath  of 
Dann.  It  might  be  three  o'clock ;  Mother  Grethel,  who 
was  fastening  tip  poles  for  her  beans,  behind  in  the 
garden,  had  seen  me  from  afar.  She  had  said  to  her- 
self— 

"Why,  it's  Joseph.  What's  he  doing  among  the 
cornfields  ?" 

Vox  me,  when  once  I  was  in  the  sandy  hollow  way 
that  the  sun  heated  like  a  furnace,  I  came  up  slowly, 
with  my  head  hanging  down,  thinking  to  myself — "  I 
shall  never  dare  to  go  in,"  when  all  at  once  aunt 
called  out  to  me  from  behind  the  hedge— 

"  Is  it  you,  Joseph  ?" 

Then  I  trembled. 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,"  I  answered. 

Then  she  came  out  into  her  little  avenue,  and  seeing 
me  standing  there  quite  pale,  she  said — 

"  I  know  why  you  have  come,  my  child.  You  have 
to  go  away  ;  is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  Oh,"  I  replied,  "  I  am  retained  for  the  arsenal  at 
Metz — the  others  have  to  go  ;  but  I  shall  stay  at  Metat 
— it's  very  fortunate  !" 

She    said   nothing   in   reply.      We   went    into   tli 
kitchen,  which  felt  very  cool  compared  with  the  greaV 
heat    outside.       She  -sat    down,   and  I  read  her  the 
commandant's    letter.       She   listened,    and   then   sha 
said — 

"  Yes,  it's  very  fortunate." 

And  then  we  sat  looking  at  each  other  without 
speaking. 

Then  she  took  my  head  between  her  hands,  and  em« 
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braced  me  for  a  long  time ;  and  then  I  saw  that  she 
was  shedding  hot  tears  without  heaving  a  sigh. 

"  You  weep,"  I  said  to  her.  "  But  I  am  to  stay  at 
Metz." 

She  said  nothing  in  reply,  but  presently  she  went 
down  into  the  cellar  to  bring  some  wine.  She  made  me 
drink  a  glass,  and  then  said  to  me — 

"  What  does  Catharine  say  ?" 

"  She  is  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  to  remain  at  Metz," 
I  answered,  "  and  Mons.  Goulden  too." 

"  That's  well,"  she  answered.  "  Are  they  getting 
ready  what  you  want  to  take  ?" 

"  Yes,  Aunt  Grethel,  and  I  must  be  at  the  town-hall 
by  five  o'clock  to  receive  my  uniform." 

"  "Well,  then,"  she  said,  "  embrace  me.  I  shall  not 
go  there.  I  will  not  see  the  battalion  march  away.  I 
shall  stop.  I  will  live  a  long  time  yet.  Catharine  will 
want  me  to  live." 

She  was  beginning  to  speak  loud  and  angrily ;  but 
suddenly  she  checked  herself,  and  said  to  me — 

"  At  what  time  do  you  go  ?" 

"  To-morrow,  at  seven  o'clock,  Mamma  Grrethel." 

"  "Well,  then,  I  will  come  at  eight  o'clock.  You  will 
be  already  far  away  ;  but  you  will  know  that  yotir  wife's 
mother  is  there — that  she  will  take  care  of  her  daughter 
— that  she  loves  you,  and  has  none  but  you  in  the 
world." 

And  as  she  spoke  thus,  my  aunt,  courageous  though 
she  was,  burst  out  sobbing.  She  went  with  me  as  far 
as  the  road,  and  I  made  my  way  back,  feeling  as  if  I 
had  not  a  drop  of  blood  in  my  veins.  I  got  to  the 
council-house  at  the  stroke  of  five.  I  went  upstairs, 
and  saw  the  hall  again  where  I  had  had  bad  luck — the 
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ill-starred  hall  where  everybody  drew  bad  numbers.  I 
received  a  great-coat,  a  coat,  a  pair  of  trousers,  gaiters, 
and  boots.  Zebedee,  who  was  waiting  for  me,  told  a 
soldier  to  carry  everything  to  my  quarters. 

"  Tou  must  come  early,  and  put  that  on,"  said  he  ; 
"  your  knapsack  and  gun  have  been  in  the  rack  since 
this  morning." 

"  Come  with  me,"  said  I. 

"  No,"  he  answered ;  "  it  breaks  my  heart  to  see 
Catharine ;  besides,  I  must  stay  with  my  father.  Who 
knows  if  I  shall  find  the  poor  old  man  here  a  year  hence  ? 
I  have  promised  to  sup  with  you,  but  I  shall  not  come." 

So  I  had  to  go  in  alone.  My  bag  was  ready — my  old 
bag — the  only  thing  I  had  brought  back  from  Hanau — 
the  bag  on  which  my  head  had  rested  in  the  ammuni- 
tion-waggon. Mons.  Goulden  was  at  work ;  he  turned 
round  towards  me,  but  said  nothing. 

"  Where  is  Catharine  ?"  I  asked. 

"  She  is  upstairs." 

I  knew  that  she  must  be  weeping.  I  should  have 
liked  to  go  up  to  her,  but  my  legs  and  my  courage 
failed  me.  I  told  Mons.  Goulden  what  Aunt  Grethel 
had  said  at  Quatre- Vents  ;  and  then  we  waited,  sitting 
thoughtfully  opposite  each  other,  neither  daring  to 
look  in  the  other's  face.  Night  came  on,  and  when  it 
was  quite  dark,  Catharine  came  down.  She  laid  the 
table  in  the  dark,  and  then  I  took  her  hand,  and  made 
her  sit  down  on  my  knee ;  and  so  we  remained  for 
another  half-hour. 

"  Is  not  Zebedee  coining  ?"  inquired  Mons.  Goulden. 

"  No ;  the  service  keeps  him  away." 

"  Well,  then,  let  us  sup,"  said  he. 

But  no  one  was  hungry.    Catharine  cleared  the  tabie 
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at  about  nine  o'clock,  and  we  went  to  bed.  It  was  the 
most  terrible  night  I  ever  passed  in  my  life.  Catharine 
was  like  one  dead  ;  I  called  her,  and  she  did  not  answer. 
At  midnight  I  went  and  roused  Mons.  Goulden.  He 
dressed  himself  and  came  up.  We  made  her  drink 
some  water  and  sugar,  and  she  revived  and  got  up.  I 
cannot  tell  you  everything  that  happened.  I  only  know 
that  she  clung  to  my  knees,  and  begged  me  not  to  for- 
sake her,  as  if  I  were  going  of  my  own  will ;  but  she 
was  distraught.  Mons.  Goulden  was  for  bringing  a 
doctor,  but  I  prevented  him.  She  recovered  herself 
entirely  towards  daylight,  had  a  long  fit  of  weeping, 
and  at  last  fell  asleep  in  my  arms.  Then  I  did  not  dare 
even  to  embrace  her  ;  but  Mons.  Goulden  and  I  went 
gently  out.  At  such  times  one  feels  the  miseries  of  life, 
and  thinks,  "  O  God,  why  have  I  been  born  into  this 
world  ?  Why  have  I  been  born  into  this  world  ?  Why 
have  I  not  been  allowed  to  slumber  on  through  all 
eternity  ?  What  had  I  done,  before  I  was  born,  that  I 
deserve  to  see  those  I  love  suffer,  without  any  fault  of 
mine  ?"  But  it  is  not  God  who  does  things  like  these : 
it  is  man  who  wrings  the  heart  of  his  fellow-man ! 

At  last  Mons.  Goulden  and  I  went  down,  and  he  said 
to  me — 

"  She  is  asleep — she  knows  nothing  about  it — it  is 
better  so — you  shall  go  away  before  she  awakes." 

I  thanked  Heaven  for  giving  her  that  sleep.  We  sat 
thoughtful,  listening  for  every  sound,  till  at  last  the 
drums  began  to  beat.  Then  Mons.  Goulden  looked 
gravely  at  me,  and  we  got  up.  He  took  the  bag  and 
strapped  it  on  my  shoulders  in  silence. 

"  Joseph,"  he  said,  "  go  and  see  the  commandant  of 
the  arsenal  at  Metz,  but  don't  reckon  on  anything.  The 
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danger  is  so  pressing  that  France  requires  all  her 
children  to  defend  her.  And  now  we  are  not  going  to 
take  other  people's  property,  but  to  defend  our  own 
country,  Remember  that  it  is  for  yourself,  your  wife, 
and  all  that  is  dearest  to  you  in  the  world,  that  you're 
fighting  now.  I  wish  I  were  twenty  years  younger, 
that  I  might  go  with  you  and  set  an  example." 

Then  we  went  down,  without  making  any  noise  ;  we 
embraced  each  other,  and  I  went  off  to  the  barracks. 
Zebedee  himself  took  me  to  the  dormitory,  where  I  put 
on  my  uniform.  All  that  I  remember,  after  the  years 
that  have  passed  since,  is  that  Zebedee's  father,  who 
was  there,  made  my  clothes  up  into  a  bundle,  saying 
tbat  he  was  going  to  our  house  after  our  departure  ; 
ind  that  then  the  battalion  defiled  through  the  little 
street  of  Lanche,  under  the  French  gate. 

Some  children  followed  us.  The  sentries  on  duty  at 
the  gate  saluted  as  we  passed.  And  thus  we  set  out 
on  our  way  to  Waterloo. 
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CHAPTER  XV- 

At  Sarrcbourg  we  received  billeting  orders.  I  was 
quartered  upon  the  old  printer  Jareisse,  who  knew 
Mons.  Gouldcn  and  Aunt  Grethel.  He  made  me  dine 
at  his  table  with  my  new  bedfellow,  Jean  Buche,  son 
of  a  woodcutter  of  Harberg,  who  had  never  lived  on 
anything  better  than  potatoes  till  he  became  a  con- 
script, and  who  swallowed  the  meat  that  was  served 
up  to  us,  bones  and  all.  For  my  part,  I  was  so 
melancholy,  that  to  hear  him  crunch  the  bones  made 
me  quite  nervous. 

Father  Jareisse  tried  to  console  me,  but  all  he  said 
only  made  me  feel  more  mournful  than  ever. 

We  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  and  the  following  night 
at  Sarrcbourg.  Next  day  we  marched  as  far  as  to  the 
village  of  Mezieres,  the  day  after  that  to  Vic,  and  the 
next  day  to  Soigne  ;  at  last,  on  the  fifth  day,  we  drew 
near  to  Metz. 

There's  nothing  much  to  tell  you  about  our  march. 
Soldiers  marching  along  from  stage  to  stage,  white 
with  dust,  knapsack  on  shoulders,  carrying  their  guns 
as  they  like  best,  talk  enough,  and  go  through  the 
villages,  looking  at  the  girls,  the  waggons  and  home- 
steads, and  hills  and  valleys,  taking  no  thought  about 
anything.  And  when  one  feels  sad,  and  has  left  at 
home  a  wife,  and  old  friends,  and  people  who  love  one, 
and  whom  one  will  perhaps  never  see  again,  everything 
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passes  before  one's  eyes  like  a  shadow,  and  is  forgotten, 
a  hundred  paces  off. 

But  the  sight  of  Metz,  with  its  lofty  cathedral,  its 
old  houses  and  dark  ramparts,  aroused  nie.  Two  hours 
before  we  arrived  there,  we  seemed  to  be  already  in  the 
covered  ways.  It  was  very  hot,  and  we  stepped  out 
briskly,  to  be  the  sooner  in  the  shade.  Then  I  thought 
of  Colonel  Desmichels,  and  I  had  a  hope,  a  very  slight 
one,  and  said  to  myself,  "  Ah,  if  I  should  be  so  lucky !" 
I  felt  for  my  letter.  Zebedee  did  not  talk  to  me,  but  he 
turned  and  looked  at  me  every  now  and  then.  It  was 
no  longer  quite  like  in  the  old  times.  He  was  a  ser- 
geant now,  and  I  was  only  a  private  soldier.  What 
would  you  have  ?  We  were  fond  of  each  other  still ; 
but  it  made  a  difference,  for  all  that. 

Jean  Buche  marched  along  by  my  side,  with  his 
shoulders  rounded,  and  his  toes  turned  in  like  a  wolfs 
paw.  The  only  thing  that  we  said  was  to  observe  every 
now  and  then  that  shoes  cramp  one's  feet  during  a 
march,  and  ought  only  to  be  worn  on  parade.  For  two 
months  the  sergeant  had  been  trying  in  vain  to  turn 
out  his  toes  and  straighten  his  shoulders ;  but  he  was 
a  terrible  fellow  for  marching,  in  his  own  way,  and 
never  got  tired. 

At  last,  about  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  we  came 
to  the  outworks.  A  party  came  forward  to  reconnoitre 
us,  and  the  captain  of  the  guard  called  out — 

"  Come  when  you  like !" 

Then  the  drums  began  to  beat,  and  we  entered  that 
famous  town,  the  oldest  place  I  have  ever  seen.  At 
Metz  the  Seille  and  the  Moselle  meet ;  and  there  one 
sees  houses  of  four  or  five  stories  high,  the  bulging 
walls  crossed  and  recrossed  with  beams,  as  at  Saverna 


Waterloo.  163 

and  Bruxviller ;  round  windows  and  square  ones,  small 
windows  and  big  ones,  all  on  the  same  line,  with 
shutters  and  without  shutters,  glazed  and  unglazed. 
The  buildings  look  as  old  as  the  mountains  and  rivers  ; 
and  the  roofs  at  the  top  project  five  or  six  feet,  and 
throw  long  shadows  over  the  black  waters,  where  old 
shoes,  and  rags,  and  dead  dogs  go  floating  past. 

When  one  looks  up  into  the  air,  in  one  of  these  by- 
places,  one  is  almost  sure  to  see,  peering  through  a 
skylight,  the  face  of  an  old  Jew,  with  his  grey  beard 
and  his  hooked  nose,  or  a  child  stretching  out,  in  danger 
of  tumbling  down,  or  something  of  that  kind ;  for  to 
say  the  truth,  Metz  is  a  town  of  Jews  and  soldiers.  Not 
that  there's  any  lack  of  poor  people  ;  for  it's  worse  than 
at  Mayence,  or  Strasbourg,  or  even  Frankfort.  Unless, 
indeed,  all  this  have  changed  since  those  times ;  people 
love  their  ease  now-a-days,  and  embellish  their  towna 
more  and  more. 

So  we  walked  along,  past  these  sights,  and, 
melancholy  as  I  felt,  I  could  not  help  glancing  down 
these  lanes.  The  town  was  swarming  at  that  time  with 
National  Guards  ;  they  were  coming  from  Longwy, 
Sarrelouis,  and  other  places;  for  the  soldiers  were 
marching  out,  and  the  National  Guards  came  in  to  take 
their  places. 

We  came  to  an  open  square,  littered  with  mattresses, 
palliasses,  and  other  articles  of  bedding  that  the  citizens 
furnished  to  the  troops.  We  were  ordered  to  stand  at 
ease  in  front  of  a  barrack  building,  whose  windows  were 
open  all  the  way  up.  We  waited,  thinking  we  should 
be  quartered  in  these  barracks ;  but  after  twenty 
minutes'  delay,  the  distribution  of  billets  began.  Every 
man  received   twenty-five   sous  and  a  lodging-ticket. 
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Then  we  were  told  to  break  off,  and  every  man  went 
his  way.  Jean  Buche,  who  had  never  seen  any  town 
but  Phalsbourg,  stuck  close  to  me. 

Our  billet  bore  the  name  of  Elias  Meyer,  butcher, 
dwelling  in  the  Eue  de  St.  Valery.  When  we  arrived 
at  the  house,  the  butcher,  who  was  cutting  up  meat  at 
an  arched  window,  with  a  grating  in  front  of  it,  lost  his 
temper,  and  received  us  very  rudely.  He  was  a  great 
red-haired  Jew,  with  a  round  face,  and  he  wore  silver 
rings  on  his  fingers  and  in  his  ears  ;  his  thin  yellow 
wife  came  downstairs,  crying  out  that  they  had  lodged 
soldiers  the  night  before,  and  the  night  before  that — 
that  the  secretary  at  the  mayor's  office  had  a  grudge 
against  them,  and  sent  them  soldiers  every  day,  while 
their  neighbours  had  none — and  more  to  the  same 
purpose.  However,  they  let  us  come  in.  Their 
daughter  came  to  look  at  us.  Behind  her  stood  a  fat 
servant-girl  with  frizzled  hair,  looking  very  dirty.  I 
fancy  I  can  see  these  people  before  me  now,  in  the  old 
oak-panelled  room,  with  the  copper  lamps  hanging  from 
the  ceiling,  and  the  grated  window  opening  on  a  little 
courtyard . 

The  girl,  who  was  very  pah'  and  had  black  eyes,  spoke 
a  few  words  to  her  mother ;  and  then  the  servant  was 
told  to  take  us  \ip  into  the  garret,  into  the  beggars' 
room  ;  for  all  the  Jews  have  beggars  whom  they  feed 
on  Fridays.  My  comrade  from  Harberg  thought  this 
quite  natural,  but  I  felt  very  indignant.  For  all  that, 
we  went  behind  the  servant  up  a  winding  staircase, 
slippery  with  dirt ;  and  so  we  came  up  to  the  garret,  a 
place  boarded  round  with  laths,  through  the  chinks  of 
which  we  could  see  a  store  of  dirty  linen  waiting  for  the 
tub.     The  daylight  came  in  through  a  loophole  in  the 
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roof.  Had  I  felt  less  low-spirited,  I  should  have  thought 
this  an  abominable  place ;  we  had  only  a  single  chair, 
;md  a  palliasse  spread  on  the  floor,  with  a  blanket,  for 
the  two  of  us.  And  the  servant  looked  at  us  as  she 
went  out  at  the  door  as  if  she  thought  we  ought  to  have 
thanked  her  kindly  for  her  pains. 

I  sat  down  and  took  my  knapsack  off  my  shoulders, 
feeling  very  low-spirited,  as  may  well  be  imagined; 
Buche  did  the  same.  The  servant  had  begun  to  go 
downstairs,  when  I  called  out  to  her — 

"  Wait  a  minute ;  we're  coming  down  too ;  and  we 
don't  want  to  break  our  necks  on  the  staircase." 

After  changing  our  shoes  and  stockings,  we  fastened 
the  door  with  a  padlock,  and  went  downstairs  into  the 
butcher's  shop  to  buy  some  meat.  John  went  to  get 
some  bread  from  the  baker's  opposite  ;  and  as  we  had 
a  right  to  a  place  by  the  fire,  we  went  into  the  kitchen 
to  make  the  soup. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  butcher  came  down  to  see  us. 
He  had  a  great  Ulm  pipe.  We  were  just  finishing  our 
supper.  He  asked  us  from  what  country  we  came.  I 
would  not  answer  him,  for  I  felt  too  indignant ;  but 
Jean  Buche  told  him  that  I  was  a  clockmaker  at  Phals- 
bourg,  whereupon  the  man  began  to  think  I  was  some- 
body. He  said  that  his  brother  travelled  in  Alsace  and 
Lorraine,  in  watches,  rings,  watch-chains,  and  other 
articles  of  goldsmiths'  work  and  jewellery ;  that  his 
name  was  Samuel  Meyer,  and  that  perhaps  we  had 
done  business  together.  I  told  him  that  I  had  seen  his 
brother  two  or  three  times  at  Mons.  G-oulden's,  which 
was  the  case.  Thereupon  he  told  the  servant  to  carry 
up  a  pillow  for  us  ;  but  he  did  nothing  more,  and 
very  soon  we  went  to  lied.     Exhausted  as  we  were,  we 
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very  soon  fell  asleep.  I  intended  to  get  up  early  and 
run  to  the  arsenal;  but  I  was  still  asleep  when  ray 
comrade  shook  me,  and  cried— 

"  There's  the  recall." 

I  listened,  and  found  he  was  right.  We  had  only 
just  time  to  dress  ourselves,  buckle  on  our  knapsacks, 
seize  our  guns,  and  go  down.  Just  as  we  came  to  the 
place  in  front  of  the  barracks  the  roll-call  was  beginning. 
When  it  was  over,  two  waggons  came  up,  and  we 
received  fifty  ball  cartridges  per  man;  Commandant 
Gemeau,  the  captain,  and  all  the  officers  were  there.  I 
saw  that  it  was  all  over,  that  I  must  not  count  upon 
anything,  and  that  my  letter  to  Colonel  Desmischels 
might  be  delivered  after  the  campaign,  if  I  survived 
and  had  to  finish  my  seven  years.  Zebedee  looked  at 
me  from  a  distance ;  I  turned  away  my  head.  A 
moment  afterwards  the  word  was  given — 

"  Carry  arms  !  Shoulder  arms  !  Files  to  the  left — 
forward — march !" 

The  drums  beat,  and  we  marched  in  step.  The  roofs, 
houses,  windows,  lanes,  and  people  scorned  defiling  past 
us.  Wc  crossed  the  first  bridge,  and  then  the  draw- 
bridge ;  the  drums  left  off  beating ;  we  were  going  in 
the  dh'ectioii  of  Thionvillc. 

Other  troops,  cavalry  and  infantry,  were  going  along 
the  same  route. 

In  the  evening  we  came  to  the  village  uf  Beauregard, 
and  the  next  evening  to  the  village  of  Vitry,  near 
Thionville,  where  we  remained  in  cantonments  until  the 
8th  of  June.  I  lodged,  with  Buche,  at  a  fat  landed 
proprietor's  named  Mons.  Pochon,  an  honest  man,  who 
gave  us  good  white  wine  to  drink,  and  used  to  be  fond 
of  talking  politics,  like  Mons.  Goulden. 


Waterloo.  167 

During  our  stay  in  this  village  General  Schoeffer 
arrived  from  Thionville,  and  we  had  to  take  our  muskets 
to  be  reviewed  near  a  great  farm  that  they  called  thg 
farm  of  Silvange. 

The  country  here  was  thickly  wooded.  Several  of  us 
went  together  to  walk  in  the  environs.  One  day 
Zebedee  came  to  fetch  me,  and  took  mc  to  see  the  great 
foundry  of  Moyeuvre,  where  we  saw  them  casting  cannon- 
balls  and  bombshells.  "We  chatted  about  Catharine 
and  Jlons.  Goulden  ;  he  told  me  to  write  to  them,  but 
I  had  a  kind  of  fear  of  receiving  news,  and  turned  away 
my  mind  as  much  as  I  could  from  Phalsbourg. 

On  the  8th  of  June,  very  early  in  the  morning,  the 
battalion  marched  out  of  the  village,  and  went  back 
nearly  to  Metz,  but  without  entering  the  city.  The 
gates  were  shut,  and  there  were  cannon  on  the  ramparts, 
as  in  time  of  war.  "We  slept  at  Chatel,  and  the  next 
day  at  Etain,  and  the  day  after  that  at  Dannevoux, 
where  I  was  quartered  upon  a  good  patriot  named  Mons. 
Sebastien  Perrin.  He  was  a  rich  man.  He  wanted  to 
know  the  particulars  of  everything  ;  and  as  a  great 
number  of  battalions  had  followed  the  same  route  before 
us,  he  said — 

"In  a  month,  or  perhaps  earlier,  we  shall  hear  of 
great  things  ;  all  the  troops  are  marching  upon  Belgium. 
The  Emperor  is  going  to  attack  the  English  and  the 
Prussians  !" 

This  was  our  last  good  billet ;  for  the  next  day  we 
arrived  at  Youg,  which  is  a  bad  place.  On  the  12th  of 
June  we  slept  at  Vivier;  on  the  13th  at  Cul  de  Gard. 
The  farther  we  went  on  the  more  troops  we  met,  and  aa 
I  had  already  seen  this  sort  of  thing  in  Germany,  I  said 
to  my  comrade,  Jean  Buche — 


163  Waterloo. 

"  Now  it's  going  to  get  hot !" 

From  all  sides  and  in  all  directions  cavalry,  infantry, 
and  artillery  were  advancing  in  long  lines,  covering  the 
roads  as  far  as  one  could  see.  It  was  impossible  to  see 
finer  weather  or  more  beautiful  crops  than  we  saw  ;  only 
it  was  too  hot.  What  astonished  me  was  that  I  could 
descry  no  enemy,  either  before  us  or  behind  us,  to  the 
right  or  to  the  left.  No  one  knew  anything.  There 
was  a  rumour  that,  this  time,  we  were  going  to  attack 
the  English.  I  had  already  seen  the  Prussians,  the 
Austrians,  Russians,  Bavarians,  Wurtemburgers,  and 
Swedes ;  I  should  know  the  people  of  all  the  nations  of 
Europe,  if  I  was  now  to  encounter  the  English.  I 
thought,  "  If  we  are  to  cut  each  other  to  pieces,  I  would 
rather  do  it  to  these  than  to  the  Germans.  We  cannot 
avoid  our  fate  ;  if  I  am  to  escape,  I  shall  escape  ;  if  I 
am  to  leave  my  bones  here,  whether  I  do  all  I  can  to 
save  them  or  do  nothing  at  all,  it  will  fome  to  the  same 
thing.  But  we  must  kill  as  many  of  the  enemy  as  we 
can  ;  for  by  that  means  we  shall  increase  the  chance  for 
ourselves." 

Those  were  the  kind  of  arguments  I  repeated  to  my- 
self, and  if  they  did  me  no  good,  at  any  rate  they  did 
uot  do  me  any  harm- 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

We  had  passed  the  Meuse  on  the  12th  ;  on  the  13th 
and  14th  we  continued  marching  along  bad  roads,  bor- 
dered with  fields  of  corn,  oats,  barley,  and  hemp  in 
never-ending  succession.  It  was  extraordinarily  hot, 
and  I  perspired  terribly  under  my  knapsack  and  bag. 
What  a  misfortune  it  is  to  be  poor,  and  not  able  to  buy 
a  man  who  will  march  and  stand  to  be  shot  at  instead 
of  you !  After  having  gone  through  wind  and  rain, 
and  snow  and  mud  in  Germany,  it  was  now  the  time  to 
endure  the  sun  and  the  dust. 

I  could  see  now  that  the  slaughtering  was  going  to 
begin ;  in  every  direction  nothing  was  heard  but  the 
sound  of  drums  and  trumpets ;  whenever  the  battalion 
passed  over  rising  ground,  long  lines  of  helmets,  lances, 
and  bayonets  appeared,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 
Zebedee,  marching  with  his  gun  on  his  shoulder,  some- 
times cried  out  to  me  in  a  cheerful  tone — 

"  Well,  Joseph,  so  we  and  the  Prussians  are  going  to 
look  into  the  whites  of  each  other's  eyes  again  !" 
And  then  I  was  obliged  to  reply — 
"  Yes,  yes,  the  dance  is  going  to  begin  again  !" 
Just  as  if  I  had  been  pleased  at  having  to  risk  my 
skin  again,  and  perhaps  to  leave  Catharine  a  widow 
before  she  was  of  age,  all  about  things  that  did  not  con- 
cern me. 
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That  day,  towards  seven  o'clock,  we  anived  at  Eoly. 
Some  hussars  already  occupied  the  village,  and  they 
made  us  bivouac  in  a  hollow  way,  by  the  side  of  the  ridge 

"We  had  scarcely  piled  our  arms  when  several  field- 
officers  arrived.  Commandant  Genieau,  who  had  just 
dismounted,  got  on  his  horse  again,  and  hastened  to 
meet  them.  They  talked  together  for  a  moment  or 
two,  and  then  came  down  into  our  hollow  way,  while 
Te  all  said  to  one  another — 

"  There's  something  going  on." 

One  of  the  field-officers,  General  Pecheux,  whom  we 
knew  afterwards,  had  the  drums  beaten  and  then  called 
out — 

"  Form  a  circle  !" 

But  as  the  way  was  too  narrow,  the  soldiers  clam- 
bered up  on  the  banks  on  each  side  ;  some  remained 
l>elow.  All  the  battalion  looked  up  in  expectation ;  and 
then  the  general  unrolled  a  paper,  and  cried  out  to  us — 

"  Proclamation  of  the  Emperor  !" 

When  he  said  that  the  silence  became  so  deep  that 
one  would  have  thought  he  was  alone  in  the  midst  of 
the  field.  Every  one  was  listening,  from  the  youngest 
conscript  to  Commander  Gcmeau ;  and  even  to-day, 
when  I  think  of  it,  fifty  years  after,  it  stirs  my  heart ; 
there  was  something  grand  and  terrible  about  it. 

This  is  what  the  general  read  to  us  : — 

"  Soldiers !  To-day  is  the  anniversary  of  Mai'engo 
and  of  Eriedland,  which  twice  decided  the  fate  of 
Europe.  Then,  as  after  Austerlitz  and  Wagram,  we 
were  too  generous  ;  we  believed  the  protestations  and 
oaths  of  the  princes  whom  we  allowed  to  keep  their 
thrones.  But  to-day,  in  coalition  against  us,  they 
attack  the  independence  and  the  most  sacred  rights  of 
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France.  They  have  begun  the  most  unjust  of  aggres- 
sions. Let  us  march  forward  to  meet  them ;  are  they 
and  Ave  no  longer  the  men  we  used  to  be  ?" 

All  the  battalion  trembled  with  excitement,  and  set 
up  a  cry  of  "  Vive  l'Empereur !"  The  general  held  up 
his  hand,  and  every  one  was  silent,  and  leant  forward 
still  more  eagerly  to  listen — 

"  Soldiers !  At  Jena,  against  these  same  Prussians 
who  are  so  arrogant  to-day,  we  were  one  against  three, 
and  at  Montmirail  one  against  six.  Let  those  among 
you  who  have  been  prisoners  in  the  hands  of  the  English 
tell  the  story  of  their  prison- ships,  and  of  the  horrible 
sufferings  they  have  endured  in  them. 

"The  Saxons,  the  Belgians,  the  Hanoverians,  the 
soldiers  of  the  Confederation  of  the  Ehine,  lament  at 
being  obliged  to  lend  their  arms  to  the  cause  of  princes 
who  are  enemies  of  justice  and  of  the  rights  of  every 
nation.  They  know  that  this  coalition  is  insatiable — 
that  after  having  devoured  twelve  millions  of  Poles, 
twelve  millions  of  Italians,  a  million  of  Saxons,  six 
millions  of  Belgians,  it  will  proceed  to  devour  the 
secondary  States  of  Germany. 

"  The  madmen  !  A  moment  of  prosperity  has  blinded 
them ;  the  oppression  and  humiliation  of  the  French 
people  is  a  task  beyond  their  power.  If  they  enter 
France,  they  will  find  a  tomb  there. 

"  Soldiers,  we  have  to  make  forced  marches,  to  fight 
battles,  and  to  encounter  perils ;  but  with  constancy 
victory  will  be  ours  ;  the  rights  of  man  and  the  happi- 
ness of  our  country  will  be  reconquered.  For  every 
Frenchman  who  has  courage,  the  moment  has  come  to 
conquer  or  to  die ! 

**  JNapoleon," 
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No  one  can  ever  imagine  anything  like  the  cry  that 
now  arose  ;  it  was  a  spectacle  that  elevated  one's  soul ; 
one  would  have  thought  the  Emperor  had  breathed  into 
us  his  spirit  of  battles,  and  we  were  ready  to  cut  down 
everything. 

The  general  had  been  gone  a  long  time,  and  still  the 
cries  continued  ;  and  for  my  part  I  was  glad,  for  I  felt 
that  all  this  was  the  truth :  that  the  Prussians,  Aus- 
trians,  and  Russians,  who  at  one  time  talked  of  nothing 
but  the  deliverance  of  nations,  had  taken  advantage  of 
the  first  opportunity  to  seize  everything  for  themselves  ; 
that  all  the  grand  talk  about  liberty  which  they  had 
put  forward  in  1813  to  draw  out  the  young  men  against 
us,  all  the  promises  of  constitutions  they  had  given,  had 
been  put  aside.  I  looked  upon  them  as  rascals,  as 
people  who  did  not  keep  their  word,  who  deceived  the 
people,  and  had  only  one  little,  mean,  miserable  idea — 
namely,  that  of  always  remaining  in  the  best  place,  with 
their  children  and  descendants,  good  or  bad,  just  or  un- 
just, without  regard  for  the  law  of  G-od. 

That  is  what  I  saw.  This  proclamation  seemed  to 
mo  a  very  fine  one.  I  even  thought  that  Father  G-oul- 
den  would  be  much  pleased  with  it,  because  the  Emperor 
had  not  forgotten  the  rights  of  man,  which  are — liberty, 
equality,  justice,  and  all  those  grand  ideas  which  cause 
men,  instead  of  acting  like  animals,  to  respect  themselves 
and  also  to  respect  the  rights  of  their  neighbours. 

Thus  our  courage  was  greatly  heightened  by  these 
strong  and  just  words.  The  old  soldiers  laughed,  and 
said— 

"  This  time  we  shall  not  have  to  wait  long.  We  shall 
fall  upon  the  Prussians  after  the  first  march." 

And  the  conscripts,  who  had  never  heard  the  bulleta 
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whistling  yet,  rejoiced  more  than  the  others.  Buche's 
eyes  gleamed  like  those  of  a  cat ;  he  had  seated  him- 
self by  the  roadside,  with  his  bag  open  on  the  bank, 
and  was  slowly  whetting  his  sabre  and  trying  its  edge 
on  the  tip  of  his  shoe.  Others  were  sharpening  their 
bayonets,  or  looking  to  the  flint  in  their  musket-locks, 
a  thing  that  always  has  to  be  done  during  a  campaign, 
on  the  eve  of  an  engagement.  At  such  times  a  thou- 
sand  ideas  go  through  a  man's  head  ;  and  he  knits  his 
brows  and  sets  his  lips  hard,  and  has  an  ugly  look  in 
his  face. 

The  sun  was  sinking  lower  and  lower  behind  the 
cornfields ;  some  detachments  went  out  to  forage  for 
wood  in  the  village,  and  they  brought  back  with  them 
also  some  onions  and  leeks,  salt,  and  even  the  quarters 
of  cows  slung  on  great  poles  over  their  shoulders. 

You  should  have  seen  what  merry  faces  there  were 
round  the  fires  when  the  soup-kettles  began  to  hum, 
and  the  smoke  curled  upward  towards  the  sky.  One 
man  talked  of  Lutzen,  another  of  Austerlitz,  another  of 
Wagram,  Jena,  Friedland,  of  Spain  and  Portugal,  and 
all  the  countries  in  the  world.  All  were  talking 
together,  but  none  were  listened  to  but  the  old  soldiers 
with  their  arms  covered  with  stripes,  who  could  talk 
best,  and  could  point  out  the  positions  with  a  finger, 
on  the  ground,  and  explain  the  wheelings  to  right 
and  left,  and  the  manoeuvres  of  a  battle.  Listening 
to  them,  a  man  could  fancy  he  saw  it  all  before  him. 

Each  one  had  his  tin  spoon  at  his  button-hole,  and 
thought — 

"  The  soup's  getting  on  famously ;  and  this  is  fine 
fat  meat." 

By  this  time  night  had  come.    After  the  distribution 
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the  order  had  been  given  to  put  out  the  fires,  and  not 
to  sound  the  retreat ;  and  this  meant  that  the  enemy 
was  not  far  off,  and  that  they  feared  to  excite  him. 

The  moon  began  to  shine.  Buche  and  I  ate  out  of 
the  same  bowl ;  when  we  had  finished,  he  talked  to  me 
for  more  than  two  hours  about  the  life  they  led  at 
Harberg,  and  how  miserable  it  was  when  they  had  to 
drag  fifteen  or  eighteen  cubic  feet  of  wood  on  a  sledge, 
with  the  chance  of  being  crushed  to  death,  especially  at 
the  time  when  the  snows  melted.  The  life  of  a  soldier, 
with  its  good  soup  and  good  bread,  the  regular  rations, 
the  good  warm  clothing,  the  stout  shirts  of  coarse  linen, 
all  appeared  admirable  to  him.  He  had  had  no  notion 
of  such  good  living ;  and  the  only  thing  that  troubled 
him  was  how  he  should  let  his  two  brothers,  Gaspard 
and  Jacob,  know  what  a  good  position  he  was  in,  that 
they  might  enlist  when  they  were  old  enough. 

"Yes,"  I  said  to  him,  "it's  all  very  well;  but  the 
Eussians,  the  English,  the  Prussians — you  don't  think 
of  them." 

"  I  laugh  at  them,"  he  answered.  "  My  sabre  cuts 
like  a  paring-knife,  and  my  bayonet  pierces  like  a 
needle.  It  is  they,  rather,  who  should  be  afraid  to 
meet  me." 

We  were  the  best  friends  in  the  world ;  I  was  almost 
as  fond  of  him  as  of  my  old  comrades,  Klipfel,  Furst, 
and  Zebedee.  He  was  very  fond  of  me  too ;  I  think 
he  would  have  been  cut  to  pieces  to  get  me  out  of  a 
scrape.  Old  fellow- soldiers  never  forget  one  another ; 
within  my  time,  old  Harwig,  whom  I  knew  later  at 
Phalsbourg,  used  still  to  receive  a  pension  from  his  old 
comrade,  Bernadotte,  King  of  Sweden.  If  I  had 
become  a  king,  I  would  also  have  given  a  pension  to 
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Jean  Buche ;  for  if  he  had  not  much  mind,  he  had  a 
good  heart,  and  that  is  worth  more. 

While  we  were  chatting  together,  Zebedee  came  up 
and  clapped  me  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Don't  you  smoke,  Joseph  ?"  he  said  to  me. 

"  I  have  no  tobacco." 

Immediately  he  gave  me  half  a  packet. 

I  saw  that  he  still  loved  me  in  spite  of  the  difference 
of  our  grades,  and  that  softened  me.  He  could  hardly 
contain  himself  for  joy  at  the  thought  that  we  were 
going  to  attack  the  Prussians, 

"  What  a  revenge  !"  he  cried.  "  No  quarter  !  they 
must  pay  us  for  everything — from  thft  Katzbach  to 
Soissons !" 

One  would  have  thought  that  these  same  Prussians 
and  English  were  not  going  to  defend  themselves,  and 
that  we  ran  no  risk  of  cannon-balls  and  musket-bullets 
as  at  Lutzen,  Gross-Beren,  and  Leipsic,  and  everywhere. 
But  what  are  you  to  say  to  people  who  don't  remember 
anything,  and  who  see  everything  in  glowing  colours  ? 
I  quietly  smoked  my  pipe,  and  replied — 

"  Tes,  yes,  we  shall  serve  them  out,  the  vagabonds ! — 
we  shall  tumble  them  over  !  They  will  find  us  tough 
fellows!" 

I  had  let  Jean  Buche  fill  his  pipe ;  and  as  we  were  to 
mount  guard,  Zebedee,  towards  nine  o'clock,  went  to 
relieve  the  first  sentinels,  at  the  head  of  his  picket. 
For  me,  I  stepped  out  of  our  circle,  and  lay  down  a  few 
paces  away,  with  my  bead  on  my  bag,  at  the  edge  of  a 
fiirrow.  The  weather  was  so  hot,  that  one  heard  the 
crickets  chirping  long  after  the  sun  had  gone  down; 
some  stars  were  shining  in  the  sky ;  not  a  breath  of  air 
Mew  across  the  plain ;  the  corn-stalks  were  quite  up» 
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right,  and  in  the  distance  the  village  clocks  struck  nine, 
ten,  eleven  o'clock.  At  last  I  fell  asleep.  It  was  the 
night  between  the  14th  and  15th  of  June,  1815. 

Between  two  and  three  in  the  morning  Zebedee  came 
and  shook  me. 

"  Get  up,"  he  said,  "  and  away." 

Buche  had  stretched  himself  beside  me  ;  we  both  got 
up.  It  was  our  turn  to  relieve  guard.  It  was  still 
night ;  but  the  dawn  had  spread  a  white  line  along  the 
margin  of  the  sky,  over  the  corn-fields.  Thirty  paces 
off  Lieutenant  Bretonville  was  waiting  for  us,  sur- 
rounded by  a  picquet.  It's  hard  work  getting  up  when 
one  is  sleeping  so  peacefully,  after  a  march  of  ten 
hours.  We  went  up  to  the  picquet,  buckling  our  bags 
as  we  came  along.  After  we  had  marched  together 
about  a  couple  of  hundred  paces,  I  stopped  behind  a 
hedge  to  relieve  the  sentinel  opposite  Eoly.  The  watch- 
word was  "  Fleurus  and  Jemappes !"  That  comes 
back  upon  me  all  at  once.  How  many  things  sleep  in 
our  minds  for  years  and  years  !  I  had  not  thought  of 
that  watchword  since  1815. 

X  fancy  I  can  still  see  the  sentinel  marching  back  into 
the  road  while  I  renew  my  priming  by  the  light  of  the 
stars  ;  and  I  can  hear  in  the  distance  the  other  sentinels 
marching  slowly  to  and  fro,  while  the  footsteps  of  the 
retiring  picquet  die  away  behind  the  hill. 

I  began  to  march  to  and  fro  alongside  the  hedge, 
with  my  musket  shouldered.  The  village,  with  its 
little  straw  roofs,  and  further  on  its  steeple  of  slate, 
peered  up  from  among  the  crops.  A  mounted  hussar, 
on  sentry  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  was  looking  out, 
with  his  carbide  resting  on  his  thigh ;  and  that  was  all  I 
could  see. 
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For  a  long  time  I  remained  there,  thinking,  looking 
out,  and  pacing  to  and  fro.  Everything  slept.  The 
white  line  on  the  horizon  became  broader. 

That  lasted  more  than  half  an  hour.  The  morning 
light  spread  grey  over  the  country.  Two  or  three 
quails  called  and  answered  each  other  from  various 
parts  of  the  plain.  I  stood  still,  feeling  quite  melan- 
choly, for  the  sound  brought  back  to  me  the  remem- 
brance of  Quatre  -  Vents,  Danne,  and  Baraques  du 
Bois-de-Chenes ;  I  thought,  "  At  home,  in  our  corn- 
fields, the  quails  are  also  singing  on  the  margin  of  the 
Avood  of  Bonnefontaine.  Is  Catharine  sleeping,  and 
Aunt  Grethel,  and  all  the  town  ?  The  National  Guards 
of  JSTancy  have  relieved  us  now !"  And  I  could  fancy 
I  saw  the  sentinels  of  the  two  powder-magazines,  and 
the  guard  at  the  gates — in  fact,  innumerable  ideas 
passed  through  my  mind ;  when  all  at  once  I  heard 
the  galloping  of  a  horse  in  the  distance.  I  looked,  but 
at  first  could  see  nothing.  After  a  few  minutes  the 
galloping  sound  passed  on  into  the  village  ;  and  then  all 
was  silent,  except  that  I  could  hear  a  confused  murmur. 
What  was  the  meaning  of  that  ?  A  minute  afterwards 
the  horseman  came  riding  out  of  Holy  towards  us,  at 
full  speed;  I  advanced  to  the  margin  of  the  hedge, 
with  my  musket  cocked,  and  cried— 

"  Who  goes  there  ?" 

"  France !" 

"What  regiment?" 

"  Twelfth  chasseurs — orderly." 

"  Pass  !" 

He  hurried  on  his  way  faster  than  ever.  I  neard 
him  rein  in  his  horse  in  the  middle  of  our  encampment, 
and  cry — 
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"  The  commandant !" 

I  advanced  to  the  ridge  of  the  hill  to  see  what  waa 
going  on.  Directly  afterwards  there  was  a  great  stir ; 
the  chasseur,  who  had  not  dismounted,  was  speaking  to 
Commandant  Gemeau,  and  soldiers  were  coming  up.  I 
listened,  but  it  was  too  far  off  to  hear  anything.  The 
chasseur  went  away,  riding  up  the  ridge.  Everything 
seemed  in  commotion,  and  every  one  was  talking  loud, 
and  gesticulating. 

All  at  once  the  reveillce  was  beaten.  The  picket  that 
relieved  the  sentries  was  turning  the  corner  of  the  lane. 
As  Zebedee  came  up  he  seemed  to  me  quite  pale. 

"  Come  on !"  he  said,  as  he  went  by. 

There  were  two  more  sentinels  on  the  left,  waiting  to 
be  relieved.  There's  no  talking  while  men  are  under 
arms ;  but,  nevertheless,  Zebedee  said  to  me,  in  a 
whisper — 

"  Joseph,  we  are  betrayed ;  Bourmont,  the  general  ot 
the  advanced  guard  division,  and  five  other  rascals  like 
him,  have  just  gone  over  to  the  enemy." 

His  voice  trembled.  All  my  blood  seemed  to  give  a 
great  leap  in  my  veins ;  and  looking  at  the  other  men  of 
the  picquet,  two  old  soldiers,  with  stripes  on  their  arms, 
I  saw  that  their  grey  moustaches  were  quivering,  they 
rolled  their  eyes  ferociously,  as  if  looking  for  some  one 
to  kill ;  but  they  said  nothing. 

We  quickened  our  pace  to  relieve  the  two  other  sen- 
tinels. Some  minutes  afterwards,  when  we  came  to  the 
bivouac,  we  saw  the  battalion  already  under  arms,  and 
prepared  to  start.  Fury  and  indignation  were  painted 
on  every  face ;  the  drums  were  beating.  We  took  our 
place  in  the  ranks.  The  commandant  and  the  captain 
adjutant  major  on  horseback  in  front  of  the  battalion 
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were  waiting,  looking  as  pale  as  death.  I  remember 
that  the  commandant  all  at  once  drew  his  sword  to  make 
the  drums  cease  beating,  as  if  he  wanted  to  say  some- 
thing ;  but  he  could  not  arrange  his  thoughts  ;  and  he 
began  shouting,  like  a  madman — 

"  Ah,  rascals! — ah,  miserable  chouans !  Vive  l'Em« 
pereur ! — no  quarter !" 

He  stammered,  and  did  not  know  what  he  was 
saying  ;  but  all  the  battalion  thought  he  made  a  very 
good  speech,  and  all  began  to  howl  out  like  wolves — 

"  Forward !  Forward ! — against  the  enemy  ! — no 
quarter !" 

We  went  through  the  village  at  the  double  ;  the  last 
soldier  was  indignant  at  not  seeing  the  Prussians  imme- 
diately. It  was  not  till  an  hour  afterwards,  when  each 
man  had  made  his  own  reflections,  that  Ave  began  to 
swear  and  to  exclaim ;  first  we  grumbled  and  muttered, 
and  then  cried  out  quite  loud,  so  that  the  battalion 
seemed  to  be  in  a  state  of  mutiny.  Some  said  that  all 
the  officers  of  Louis  XVIII.  ought  to  be  exterminated  ; 
others  cried  out  that  they  wanted  to  betray  us  all  in  a 
body  ;  and  others  even  declared  that  the  marshals  were 
traitors,  and  that  they  ought  to  be  brought  before  a 
court-martial  to  be  shot ;  and  other  things  of  the  kind. 

Then  the  commandant  ordered  a  halt,  and  passed 
before  us,  crying  that  the  traitors  were  too  late ;  that 
they  were  to  attack  that  very  day,  and  the  enemy  would 
not  have  time  to  profit  by  the  treason  before  he  would 
be  fallen  upon  and  overthrown. 

These  words  calmed  the  fury  of  the  majority.  We 
resumed  our  march,  and  repeated,  as  we  went  along, 
that  the  treason  had  been  too  late. 

But  our  anger  was  turned  into  joy,  when,  at  about 
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ten  o'clock,  we  heard  the  rumbling  of  cannon  on  the  left, 
five  or  six  leagues  off,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Sambre. 
Then  the  men  waved  their  shakos  on  the  points  of 
their  bayonets,  and  began  to  shout — 

"  Forward !     Vive  l'Enrpereur  !" 

Many  old  soldiers  wept  with  emotion.  Over  all  this 
great  plain  there  arose  one  immense  cry  ;  directly  one 
regiment  was  silent,  another  took  it  up.  The  cannon 
kept  on  sounding,  and  we  walked  faster  and  faster ; 
and  as  we  had  been  marching  on  Charleroi  since  seven 
o'clock,  there  came  an  order  by  a  staff  officer,  com- 
manding lis  to  bear  to  the  right. 

I  also  remember  that  in  all  the  villages  through 
which  we  passed,  men,  women,  and  children  stood  at 
the  windows  and  doors  looking  out  at  us  ;  and  that  they 
lifted  their  hands  with  a  joyous  air,  crying — 

"  The  French  !— the  French  !" 

One  could  see  that  these  people  liked  us,  and  that 
they  were  of  the  same  blood  with  us  ;  and  even  during 
the  two  halts  that  we  made  they  came  out  with 
their  good  home-made  bread  with  a  great  knife  stuck 
in  the  crust,  and  great  jugs  of  black  beer,  both  of 
which  they  offered  us  without  asking  payment.  We 
had,  so  to  speak,  come  to  their  rescue  without  knowing 
it.  Nobody  in  their  country  knew  anything  that  was 
going  on,  which  shows  the  cleverness  of  the  Emperor, 
for  in  that  corner  of  the  Sambre  and  the  Meuse  we 
were  more  than  a  hundred  thousand  men,  and  not 
the  least  intelligence  had  reached  the  enemy.  The 
treason  of  Bourmont  prevented  us  from  surprising 
them  while  they  were  scattered  in  their  cantonments ; 
all  would  have  been  finished  at  a  blow ;  but  now  it 
would  be  much  more  difficult  to  exterminate  them. 
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We  continued  marching  all  the  afternoon,  through 
the  great  heat,  along  the  dusty  roads.  The  further  we 
went  on,  the  more  we  saw  other  regiments  of  cavalry 
and  infantry  in  front  of  us.  "We  seemed  to  be  massed 
together,  so  to  speak,  more  and  more,  for  behind  us 
fresh  regiments  kept  coming  up.  Towards  five  o'clock, 
we  reached  a  village  where  battalions  and  squadrons 
were  defiling  over  a  bridge  of  masonry.  As  we  went 
through  the  village,  which  our  advanced  guard  had 
carried,  we  saw  some  Prussians  stretched  by  the  road- 
side to  right  and  left.     I  sakl  to  John  Buche — 

"  Look,  those  are  Prussians !  We  saw  plenty  of  them 
about  Lutzen  and  Leipsic  ;  and  you'll  see  some  of  them 
too,  John." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  he  replied.  "  That's  what  I 
should  like  of  all  things." 

The  village  wo  were  going  through  was  called  Chate 
let ;  the  river  we  crossed  was  the  Sambre ;  its  water 
was  yellow,  full  of  clay,  and  deep.  Those  who  are  un- 
fortunate enough  to  fall  into  it  have  great  trouble  in 
getting  out,  for  the  banks  are  very  steep,  as  we  found 
out  afterwards. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  bridge  we  were  made  to 
bivouac  along  the  bank  of  the  river.  We  were  not  alto- 
gether in  the  advanced  guard,  for  some  hussars  had 
passed  through  before  us ;  but  we  were  the  foremost 
infantry  of  Gerard's  corps. 

During  all  the  rest  of  that  day  the  fourth  corps  was 
defiling  over  the  bridge,  and  we  heard  at  night  that  the 
army  had  passed  the  Sambre,  and  that  there  had  been 
fighting  near  Charleroi,  at  Marchiennes  and  at  Jumet. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

So  soon  as  we  were  on  the  further  bank  of  the  Sanibre 
we  piled  our  arms  in  an  orchard,  and  each  man  might 
light  his  pipe  and  take  breath,  looking  at  the  hussars, 
the  chasseurs,  the  artillery,  and  infantry  as  they  defiled 
over  the  bridge  hour  after  hour  to  take  up  their  position 
in  the  plain. 

In  front  of  us  was  a  forest  of  beech-trees  ;  it  extended 
in  the  direction  of  Meurus,  and  might  be  three  leagues 
long  from  one  end  to  the  other.  In  the  interior  of  it 
great  yellow  spaces  were  to  be  seen ;  they  were  stubble 
fields,  and  even  patches  of  corn,  instead  of  broom,  furze, 
and  brambles,  as  in  our  parts.  Some  twenty  houses, 
old  and  rickety  places,  were  built  on  the  other  side  of 
the  bridge,  for  Le  Chatclet  is  a  very  large  village, 
larger  than  the  town  of  Saverne. 

Among  the  battalions  and  squadrons  which  were  in- 
cessantly marching  past  appeared  men,  women,  and 
children  with  jugs  of  beer,  strong  as  wine,  bread,  and 
very  strong  white  brandy,  which  they  sold  to  us  for  a 
few  sous.  Buche  and  I  broke  a  crust  together,  looking 
at  these  things,  and  even  joking  with  the  girls,  who 
are  fair  and  very  good-looking  in  these  parts. 

Near  us  we  could  see  the  little  village  of  Catelineau, 
and  far  off  on  our  left,  between  the  wood  and  the  river, 
the  village  of  Gilly. 
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The  sound  of  inusketry,  discharges  of  cannon,  and 
platoon  firing  continued  in  that  direction.  The  news 
;oon  came  that  the  Prussians,  driven  back  from  Charle- 
roi  by  the  Emperor,  had  taken  position  in  squares  at 
the  edge  of  the  forest.  We  expected  every  minute 
to  be  ordered  to  march  and  cut  off  their  retreat.  But 
between  seven  and  eight  o'clock  the  firing  ceased.  The 
Prussians  had  retreated  upon  Fleurus,  after  having 
V>st  one  of  their  squares ;  the  other  had  taken  shelter 
m  the  forest,  and  presently  we  saw  two  regiments 
of  hussars  arrive ;  they  took  up  their  position  on  our 
right  along  the  bank  of  the  Sambre. 

Soon  after  the  rumour  spread  that  General  Le  Tort, 
of  the  Guard,  had  been  struck  by  a  ball  in  the  body,  in 
the  very  neighbourhood  where,  as  a  boy,  he  used  to 
drive  a  farmer's  cattle  to  pasture.  What  astonishing 
things  one  witnesses  in  life!  This  general  had  been 
fighting  for  twenty  years  in  every  part  of  Europe,  and 
it  was  just  here  that  Death  had  been  waiting  for  him ! 

It  was  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  the 
general  opinion  was  that  we  should  remain  at  Chate- 
let  until  our  three  divisions  had  passed  by.  An  old 
bald-headed  peasant,  in  a  blue  blouse  and  cotton  cap, 
lean  as  a  goat,  who  kept  near  us,  told  Captain  Gregoire 
that  at  the  other  side  of  the  forest  in  a  hollow  were  the 
villages  of  Fleurus  and  Lambusart,  the  latter  a  small 
place,  more  to  the  right;  that  for  at  least  three  weeks  the 
Prussians  had  had  men  in  these  villages,  and  that  fresh 
Dnes  had  come  during  the  last  two  days.  He  also  told 
us  that  along  the  great  white  road  bordered  with  trees, 
which  could  be  seen  stretching  away  two  good  leagues 
on  our  left,  the  Belgians  and  Hanoverians  held  positions 
at  Gosselies  and  Quatre  Bras;  that  it  was  the  high 
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road  to  Brussels,  where  the  English,  the  Hanoverian*^ 
and  the  Belgians  had  all  their  forces ;  while  the  Prussians, 
four  or  five  leagues  to  the  right,  occupied  the  ISTaninr 
road ;  that  between  them  and  the  English,  from  the 
plateau  of  Quatre  Bras  to  that  of  Ligny,  behind 
Fleurus,  there  extended  a  good  high  road,  along  which 
their  orderlies  were  riding  from  morning  to  night ;  so 
that  the  English  got  all  the  news  from  the  Prussians, 
and  the  Prussians  knew  of  all  the  movements  of  the 
English ;  that  they  could  thus  mutually  help  each  other, 
and  send  each  other  men  and  cannon  and  ammunition 
along  this  road. 

Naturally  enough,  when  I  heard  that,  the  thought  at 
once  came  into  my  head  that  the  best  thing  we  could 
do  would  be  to  occupy  the  road,  and  prevent  them  from 
helping  each  other.  A  man's  good  sense  ought  to  tell 
him  that,  and  I  was  not  the  only  one  who  had  this  idea, 
but  we  said  nothing  for  fer.r  of  interrupting  the  old 
fellow.  In  five  minutes  be  bad  half  the  men  of  the 
battalion  standing  round  him  in  a  circle.  He  was  smok- 
ing a  clay  pipe,  and  pointed  cut  the  different  positions 
with  the  stem.  Having  bo.-n  a  parcel-carrier  between 
Le  Chatelet  and  Flcurus  and  Namur,  he  knew  every 
detail  concerning  the  country,  and  saw  what  was  going 
on  from  day  to  day.  He  conrplained  a  great  deal  of 
the  Prussians,  saying  that  they  were  proud,  insolent 
creatures,  and  dangerous  to  women;  that  one  could 
never  satisfy  them  ;  that  the  officers  boasted  of  having 
driven  us  before  them  from  Dresden  to  Paris,  and 
declared  that  we  had  run  like  hares. 

That  made  me  feel  very  indignant.  I  knew  that 
they  had  been  two  against  one  of  us  at  Leipsic  ;  that 
the    Russians,    Austrians,     Saxons,    'Wurtemburgers, 
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Bavarians,  and  Swedes — all  Europe,  in  fact — had  come 
down  upon  us  when  three-fourths  of  our  army  were 
sick  from  the  effects  of  typhus  fever,  hunger,  and  cold, 
and  the  hardships  of  marching  and  countermarching  ; 
and  that  all  this  had  not  prevented  our  beating  them 
thoroughly  at  Hanau,  and  beating  them  fifty  times 
besides,  when  they  had  three  men  to  our  one,  in  Cham- 
pagne, Alsace,  the  Vosges,  and  everywhere.  These 
boasts  of  the  Prussians  disgusted  me ;  I  felt  a  hatred 
towards  their  race,  and  I  thought — 

'■  Such  rascals  as  those  are  enough  to  turn  a  man's 
blood !" 

The  old  man  also  said  that  the  Pnissians  kept 
repeating  that  they  were  soon  going  to  enjoy  them- 
selves in  Paris,  and  drink  good  French  wines,  and 
that  the  French  army  was  nothing  but  a  band  of 
robbers. 

When  I  heard  that,  I  said  within  myself — "  Joseph, 
this  is  too  much.  You  must  have  no  more  mercy  upon 
them.    It  must  be  the  extermination  of  extermination!" 

Half-past  nine  chimed  from  the  steeple  of  the  village 
of  Chatelet.  The  hussars  blew  the  retreat,  and  each 
man  found  a  place  for  himself  behind  a  hedge  or  a 
fence,  or  in  a  furrow,  to  lie  down  and  sleep.  When  the 
general  of  Schoeffer's  brigade  came  and  ordered  the 
battalion  to  move  to  the  other  side  of  the  wood,  to  act 
as  an  advanced  guard,  I  saw  at  once  that  our  imfortu- 
nate  battalion  was  always  to  be  the  advanced  guard,  as 
in  1813.  It's  a  bad  thing  for  a  regiment  to  get  a 
reputation ;  the  men  are  changed,  but  the  number 
remains.  The  6th  Light  Infantry  was  considered  a 
very  fine  number,  and  I  had  experience  of  what  it  cost 
to  have  a  good  number  like  ours. 
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Those  of  us  who  at  first  wanted  to  sleep,  did  not  feel 
sleepy  long ;  for  when  you  know  that  the  enemy  is  very 
near,  and  the  men  say  to  one  another — "  The  Prussians 
are  perhaps  there,  waiting  in  ambush  for  us  in  that 
wood,"  it  makes  you  keep  your  eyes  open. 

Some  hussars,  thrown  out  as  skirmishers  to  the 
right  and  to  the  left  of  the  road,  rode  in  advance  of  the 
column.  We  marched  at  the  ordinary  step,  our  cap- 
tains  in  the  spaces  between  the  companies,  and  Com- 
mandant G-emeau  riding  in  the  centre  of  the  battalion 
on  his  little  grey  mare. 

Before  we  started,  each  man  had  received  a  three- 
pound  loaf  and  two  pounds  of  rice ;  and  that  is  the 
way  the  campaign  opened  for  us. 

It  was  a  magnificent  moonlight  night ;  all  the  coun- 
try round  about,  and  even  the  forest,  for  three-quarters 
of  a  league  before  us,  shone  like  silver.  I  could  not 
help  thinking  of  the  wood  at  Leipsic  where  I  had 
slipped  in  a  clayey  hole,  with  two  Prussian  hussars, 
while  poor  Klipfel  was  being  cut  into  a  thousand  pieces 
at  a  little  distance  off;  and  this  idea  kept  me  very 
much  on  the  alert.  Nobody  spoke ;  Buche  himself 
raised  his  head,  and  clenched  his  teeth  ;  and  Zebedee, 
on  the  left  of  the  company,  did  not  glance  in  my  direc- 
tion, but  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  wood  like  all  the 
rest. 

It  took  us  nearly  an  hoiir  to  get  to  the  wood.  When 
we  were  two  hundred  paces  from  it,  the  order  was  given 
to  halt.  The  hussars  fell  back  upon  the  flanks  of  the 
battalion,  and  a  company  was  sent  forward  to  skirmish 
in  the  wood.  "We  waited  for  about  five  minutes ;  and 
as  no  disturbance  or  alarm  followed,  we  then  resumed 
Our  march.     The  way  we  took  in  the  forest  was  by  q 
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cart-road  of  tolerable  width.  The  column  marched  in 
step  in  the  shadow.  Every  now  and  then  there  were 
great  open  spaces  which  gave  us  light  and  air.  Some 
trees  had  been  recently  cut  down,  and  the  white  logs, 
built  up  into  stacks  within  wooden  frames,  gleamed  out 
every  now  and  then.  Nothing  else  was  to  be  seen,  and 
all  was  silent  around. 

Then  Buche  said  to  me  in  a  whisper — 

"  I  like  to  smell  the  scent  of  the  wood,  though ;  it 
reminds  me  of  Harberg." 

I  thought  to  myself  —  "I  care  very  little  for  the 
scent  of  the  wood  ;  if  we  only  escape  getting  a  taste  of 
leaden  bullets,  that's  the  chief  thing." 

At  length,  after  two  hours'  marching,  we  could  see 
light  through  the  end  of  the  thicket,  and  we  arrived 
safely  at  the  extremity  of  the  wood  without  having  met 
any  one.  The  hussars  who  had  accompanied  us  went 
away  directly,  and  the  battalion  stood  at  ease. 

I  never  saw  such  a  corn  country  as  that  we  were  now 
in.  The  wheat  was  just  flowering,  and  still  a  little 
green  ;  the  barley  was  almost  ripe.  The  growing  crops 
extended  as  far  as  one  could  see.  We  all  stood  looking, 
in  profound  silence',;  and  then  I  saw  that  the  old 
peasant  had  not  deceived  us,  for  beyond  a  sort  of 
hollow,  about  two  thousand  paces  in  front  of  us,  rose 
the  summit  of  an  old  steeple,  and  around  it  some  slate- 
covered  gables  on  which  the  moon  was  shining.  This 
must  be  Meurus.  Nearer  to  us,  on  our  right,  were  to 
be  seen  some  thatched  cottages,  some  houses,  and 
another  steeple  ;  this,  no  doubt,  was  Lambusart.  But 
much  farther  off,  at  the  end  of  the  great  plain,  more 
than  a  league  distant,  and  at  the  back  of  Fleurus,  the 
ground  swelled  up  into  hills,  and  these  hills  shone  with 
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innumerable  fires.  One  could  very  plainly  see  three 
great  villages  built  along  these  heights,  from  right  to 
left,  and  we  afterwards  learned  that  the  one  nearest  to 
us  was  Saint  Amand,  the  middle  one  Ligny,  and  the 
farthest,  which  was  at  least  two  good  leagues  distant, 
Sombref.  We  could  see  this  plainer  than  in  the  day- 
light, on  account  of  the  enemy's  fires.  The  army  of 
the  Prussians  was  posted  there,  in  the  hoiises,  the 
orchards,  and  the  fields.  And  behind  this  line  of  three 
villages  we  could  see  another,  higher  up  and  further 
off,  on  the  left,  where  fires  were  burning  likewise ;  it 
was  Bry,  whei*e  these  vagabonds,  no  doubt,  had  their 
reserves. 

I  saw  all  that  very  well,  and  I  could  understand  that 
the  position  would  be  very  difficult  to  take.  So  there  we 
stood,  looking  at  this  grand  spectacle. 

In  the  plain  on  our  left,  fires  were  also  burning ;  but 
it  was  clear  that  these  belonged  to  the  third  corps,  which, 
towards  eight  o'clock,  had  turned  the  corner  of  the 
forest,  after  having  driven  back  the  Prussians,  and  who 
had  stopped  in  some  village  at  a  considerable  distance 
from  Fleurus.  Some  fires  along  the  margin  of  the 
wood,  on  the  same  line  with  us,  also  belonged  to  our 
army  ;  I  think  I  remember  that  we  had  troops  on  both 
sides,  but  I  am  not  quite  sure ;  at  any  rate,  the  great 
mass  was  on  our  left. 

Sentinels  were  at  once  posted  in  the  environs ;  and 
then  every  man  lay  down  on  the  margin  of  the  wood, 
without  lighting  any  fires,  and  waited  for  further  orders. 

General  Schoeffer  came  back  once  more  that  night, 
with  some  hussar  officers ;  Commandant  Gremeau  was 
watching,  fully  equipped ;  and  they  talked  together, 
quite  loud,  within  twenty  paces  of  us.     The  general 
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said  that  our  army  corps  was  still  defiling,  but  was  very 
much  behind  time,  and  would  not  have  completely 
arrived  even  by  the  morrow ;  and  I  afterwards  found 
that  he  was  right ;  for  our  fourth  battalion,  which  was 
to  have  met  us  at  Chatelet,  did  not  come  till  the  day 
after  the  battle,  when  we  had  been  almost  all  hilled  by 
those  rascals  at  Ligny,  and  had  only  four  hundred  men 
left;  whereas,  if  it  had  been  there,  we  should  have 
charged  together,  and  it  would  have  had  its  share  of 
glory. 

As  I  had  been  on  guard  the  night  before,  I  stretched 
myself  quietly  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  by  the  side  of  Buche, 
with  our  comrades  around  me.  It  was  about  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  This  was  to  be  the  day  of  the 
terrible  battle  of  Ligny.  Half  of  those  who  were  sleep- 
ing around  us  were  to  leave  their  bones  in  these  villages 
where  we  saw  the  fires  burning,  or  in  these  great  plains, 
where  crops  of  all  kinds  were  growing  so  richly ;  they 
were  to  fertilise  the  fields  for  centuries  for  the  growth 
of  wheat,  barley,  and  oats.  If  they  had  known  this,  not 
one  of  them  would  have  slept  so  well ;  for  men  love 
their  lives,  and  it  would  be  a  sad  reflection  for  a  man 
to  think,  "  To-day  is  the  last  day  on  which  I  shall 
breathe." 
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CHAPTEE  XVIH. 

During  this  night  the  air  was  heavy ;  and,  tired  as  I 
was,  I  woke  up  every  hour.  My  comrades  were  sleeping, 
and  some  of  them  talked  in  their  dreams.  Buche  never 
stirred.  Close  to  us,  our  guns,  arranged  in  stacks,  shou<3 
in  the  moonlight. 

I  listened.  In  the  distance,  on  the  left,  I  could  hear 
cries  of  "  Qui  vive  ?"  and  in  our  front,  the  cry,  "  Wer 
da?" 

Much  nearer  to  us  could  be  seen  the  sentinels  of  our 
battalion,  standing  motionless  at  two  hundred  paces 
distance,  half  hidden  in  the  corn.  I  got  up  quietly  and 
looked  round ;  in  the  direction  of  Sombref,  at  least  two 
leagues  on  our  right,  there  were  great  murmurs,  which 
swelled  and  increased,  and  then  suddenly  ceased.  They 
sounded  like  fitful  gusts  of  wind  among  the  leaves ;  but 
there  was  not  a  breath  of  wind,  nor  was  there  a  drop  of 
dew  falling  ;  and  I  thought — 

"  They  are  the  cannons  and  powder- waggons  of  the 
Prussians  galloping  there,  on  the  Namur  road,  and  fresh 
squadrons  and  battalions  of  them  coming  up.  Good 
heavens,  what  a  position  we  shall  be  in  to-morrow,  with 
that  mass  of  men  before  us,  increased  and  reinforced  as 
they  are  from  hour  to  hour  !" 

They  had  extinguished  their  fires  at  Saint  Amanl 
and  Ligny,  but  in  the  direction  of  Sombref  there  were 
jnore  fires  than  ever  ;  Prussian  regiments  who  had  come 
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up  by  forced  marches,  were  no  doubt  cooking  their  soup- 
there.    Innumerable  thoughts  coursed  through  my  head 
but  I  laid  myself  down  again,  and  slept  for  an  hour. 
More  than  once  I  said  to  myself — 

"  I  have  escaped  from  Lutzen,  Leipsic,  and  Hanau  ; 
why  should  I  not  get  over  this  too  ?" 

But  these  hopes  that  I  thus  cherished  did  not  prevent 
me  from  acknowledging  that  it  would  be  a  terrible 
time. 

At  length  I  had  gone  fast  asleep,  when  Padoue,  the 
drum-major,  began  with  his  own  hands  to  beat  the 
reveillee.  He  walked  up  and  down  by  the  margin  of 
the  forest,  and  seemed  to  take  pleasure  in  the  sounds 
his  drumsticks  produced.  The  officers  were  already 
assembled  on  a  hill  among  the  corn,  and  were  looking 
towards  Fleurus  and  talking  to  each  other. 

Our  reveillee  is  always  sounded  before  that  of  the 
Russians,  Prussians,  and  Austrians,  and  all  our  other 
enemies  ;  it  is  like  the  song  of  the  lark  at  the  first 
dawning  of  day.  The  others,  with  their  great  drums, 
begin  after  muttering  rolls  that  put  you  in  mind  of  a 
funeral.  But  their  trumpets  have  pretty  airs  to  sound 
reveillee,  while  ours  give  only  three  or  four  sharp  notes, 
as  if  to  say — 

"  Eouse  up  !     We've  no  time  to  lose  !" 

Every  one  jumped  up.  The  magnificent  sun  was 
rising  over  the  cornfields,  and  one  could  feel  already 
how  hot  it  would  be  towards  noon.  Buche,  and  all  the 
men  who  were  to  do  fatigue  duty,  went  away  with  their 
buckets  to  bring  water,  while  others  shook  lighted  tow 
into  a  handful  of  straw,  to  light  the  fires.  There  was 
no  lack  of  wood,  for  every  one  got  an  armful  from  the 
places  whei'e  it  had  been  cut.     Corporal  Duhem,  Sep. 
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geant  Kabot,  and  Zebedee  came  to  talk  to  me.  We 
bad  all  gone  out  together  in  1813  ;  they  bad  been  at  my 
wedding  at  Quatre- Vents  ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  diffe- 
rence of  rank,  they  always  were  well  inclined  towards 
Joseph. 

"  Well,"  cried  Zebedee  to  me,  "  so  the  dance  is  going 
to  begin  again  ?" 

"  Tea  !"  I  replied. 

And  remembering  all  at  once  the  words  of  poor  Ser- 
geant Pinto,  on  the  morning  of  Lutzen,  I  replied,  with 
a  wink  of  my  eye — 

"  Yes,  Zebedee,  as  Sergeant  Pinto  said,  it  will  be  a 
battle  where  one  may  win  the  cross  through  blows  with 
the  musket-stock  and  bayonet-thrusts  ;  and  if  it's  not 
one's  luck  to  get  it,  one  must  not  count  upon  it  any 
more  !" 

Then  they  all  began  to  laugh,  and  Zebedee  cried 
out — 

"  Tes,  poor  old  fellow,  he  deserved  it  well;  but  it's 
more  difficult  to  reach  than  the  top  of  the  climbing-pole 
at  a  fair." 

We  all  laughed ;  and  as  they  had  a  gourd  of  brandy, 
we  broke  a  crust  together,  as  we  watched  the  move- 
ments of  the  troops,  which  began  to  be  visible.  Buche 
had  come  back  one  of  ths  first  with  his  bucket.  He 
stood  behind  us  with  his  ears  pricked  up,  like  a  fox  who 
scents  prey.  Files  of  hors3inen  were  coming  out  of  the 
wood  and  traversing  the  plain  in  the  direction  of  Saint 
Amand,  the  great  village  on  the  left  of  Pleurus. 

"  That,"  said  Zebedee,  "  is  the  light  cavalry  of  Pajol, 
going  to  deploy  in  skirmishing  order ;  those  yonder 
are  Excelmans'  dragoons.  When  the  others  have  recon- 
noitred the  position  they  will  advance  in  line,  I  can  tell 
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you  that;  it's  always  done  in  the  same  manner,  and  the 
guns  will  arrive  with  the  infantry.  Then  the  cavalry 
will  move  to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  it  will  retire  upon 
the  wings,  and  the  infantry  will  be  in  the  first  line. 
The  attacking  columns  will  be  formed  on  the  good 
roads  and  in  the  field?,  and  the  affair  will  begin  with  a 
cannonade  for  twenty  minutes  or  half-an-hour,  more  or 
less ;  the  first  firing  is  always  between  the  artillerymen. 
When  they've  had  enough  of  it,  and  half  the  batteries 
are  dismounted,  the  Emperor  chooses  a  good  moment 
to  send  us  out ;  but  then  we  get  our  share  of  bullets  as 
we  come  nearer.  We  advance  in  quick  time,  in  good 
order,  with  sloped  arms,  and  we  always  finish  at  the 
double,  because  of  the  bullets,  which  make  us  impatient. 
I  tell  you  all  this,  conscripts,  so  that  you  may  not  be 
surprised  when  it  comes." 

More  than  twenty  conscripts  had  come  and  taken 
their  places  around  us.  The  cavalry  still  continued 
emerging  from  the  wood. 

"  I'll  wager,"  said  Corporal  Duhem,  "  that  the  4th 
corps  has  been  on  the  march  behind  us  since  day- 
break." 

And  Eabot  said  that  it  would  require  time  for  them 
to  get  into  line,  because  of  the  bad  places  they  had  to 
ei*oss  in  the  wood. 

We  were  then  like  generals  deliberating  among  them- 
selves ;  and  we  also  looked  at  the  position  of  the 
Prussians  around  the  villages,  in  the  orchards,  and 
behind  the  hedges,  which  last  are  six  or  seven  feet 
high  in  this  country.  A  great  mimber  of  their  cannon 
had  been  set  up  in  batteries  between  Ligiry  and  Saint 
Amand ;  one  could  plainly  see  the  bronze  flashing  in 
the  sun,  which  made  one  think  of  a  good  many  things. 
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"I  am  sure,"  said  Zebedee,  "that  they  have  pro- 
vided themselves  everywhere ;  that  they  have  dug 
flitches,  and  pierced  holes  in  the  walls,  and  that  it 
would  have  been  a  good  thing  to  have  pushed  forward 
last  night,  when  their  squares  retreated,  to  the  first 
village  on  the  heights.  If  we  were  on  a  level  with 
them  all  would  go  well ;  but  to  climb  over  hedges, 
under  the  enemy's  fire,  that's  what  costs  men,  unless 
something  is  behind  it,  according  to  the  Emperor's 
habit." 

In  this  way  the  old  soldiers  were  gossiping  all 
about  us  ;  and  the  conscripts  listened  eagerly. 

Meanwhile  the  soup-kettles  were  hanging  over  the 
fires ;  but  we  were  expressly  forbidden  to  use  our 
bayonets  in  the  cooking,  for  it  would  blunt  them. 

It  might  be  seven  o'clock,  and  everybody  thought  the 
battle  would  be  fought  at  Saint  Amand,  the  one  of  the 
three  villages  that  was  most  on  our  left,  surrounded 
with  hedges  and  tufted  trees,  with  a  great  round  tower 
in  the  centre ;  and  higher  up  in  the  rear,  some  more 
houses,  with  a  winding  road  bordered  with  rough 
stones.  All  the  officers  said — "  The  affair  will  be  out 
yonder." 

They  said  so  because  our  troops,  coming  from 
Charleroi,  were  assembling  in  the  plain  below ;  infantry 
and  cavalry,  all  were  bearing  in  that  direction — the 
whole  corps  of  Vandamme,  and  Gerard's  division. 
Thousands  and  thousands  of  helmets  glittered  in  the 
sun.     Buche,  who  stood  near  me,  said — 

"  Oh  !  oh !  oh  ! — look,  Joseph,  look  ! — there  are  more 
and  more  of  them  coming." 

Innumerable  lines  of  bayonets  could  be  seen  in  thQ 
same  direction,,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 
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The  Prussians  extended  their  lines  more  and  more  on 
the  ridge  behind  the  villages,  where  the  windmills 
stood. 

This  movement  lasted  till  eight  o'clock.  Nobody  felt 
hungry,  but  we  ate  all  the  same  that  we  might  not 
regret  it  afterwards,  for  when  a  battle  has  once  begun 
you  have  to  wait  till  it's  over,  if  it  should  last  for  two 
days. 

Between  eight  and  nine  o'clock  the  first  battalions  of 
our  division  also  debouched  from  the  wood.  The  officers 
came  and  shook  hands  with  their  comrades,  but  the 
staff  still  remained  behind. 

All  at  once  we  saw  some  hussars  and  chasseurs  pass 
by  to  lengthen  our  line  of  battle  on  the  right ;  they 
were  Morin's  cavalry.  The  idea  immediately  occurred 
to  us  that  when  the  combat  should  begin  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Saint  Amand,  and  the  Prussians  had  directed  all 
their  forces  on  that  side,  we  were  to  fall  on  their  flank 
by  the  village  of  Ligny.  But  the  same  idea  struck  the 
Prussians,  for  from  that  moment  they  did  not  defile  as 
far  as  Saint  Amand,  but  stopped  at  Ligny ;  they  eveii 
came  lower  down  ;  and  we  could  plainly  see  their  officers 
posting  soldiers  among  the  hedges,  in  the  gardens, 
behind  low  walls,  and  in  outbuildings.  We  considered 
their  position  a  very  strong  one.  They  continued  to 
descend  into  a  hollow  of  the  ground  between  Ligny  and 
Fleurus,  and  that  surprised  us,  for  we  did  not  yet  know 
that  a  brook  flows  lower  down,  dividing  the  village  into 
two  parts,  and  that  they  were  then  fortifying  the  houses 
on  our  side  ;  and  we  did  not  know  that  if  we  had  the  luck 
to  drive  them  back  they  would  have  their  refuge  higher 
up,  and  would  still  keep  us  under  fire. 

If  one  knew  everything  beforehand,  in  affairs  of  thia 
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kind,  one  would  never  dare  to  begin,  because  there 
would  seem  no  hope  of  succeeding  in  such  a  dangerous 
enterprise-  but  these  things  only  show  themselves  bj 
degrees,  and  we  were  this  day  to  discover  many  that 
we  did  not  expect. 

Towards  half-past  eight  o'clock  several  of  our  regi. 
ments  had  passed  the  wood ;  soon  the  rappel  was 
beaten,  and  all  the  battalions  got  under  arms.  General 
Count  Gerard  and  his  staff  came  up.  They  galloped 
past  and  went  on  to  the  hill  above  Fleurus,  without 
taking  any  notice  of  us. 

Almost  immediately  the  fusillade  began.  Some  rifle- 
men of  Vandamme's  corps  approached  the  village,  oh 
the  left ;  two  pieces  of  artillery  started  directly  after- 
wards, driven  by  mounted  artillerymen.  They  fired 
five  or  six  rounds  from  the  top  of  the  hill ;  then  the 
firing  ceased ;  our  riflemen  were  at  Fleurus,  and  we  saw 
four  or  five  hundred  Prussians  ascend  the  ridge  beyond, 
towards  Li  guy. 

General  Gerard  looked  at  this  little  engagement ; 
then  he  came  with  his  staff  officers,  and  passed  slowly 
in  front  of  our  battalions,  looking  at  us  thoughtfully,  as 
if  to  scan  our  appearance.  lie  was  a  dark  man,  with  a 
round  face ;  he  might  be  about  forty-five  years  old  ;  the 
lower  part  of  his  face  was  broad,  with  a  pointed  chin 
and  a  large  head.  One  sees  many  peasants  at  home 
who  resemble  him  ;  and  they  are  not  the  most  stupid 
ones.  He  said  nothin  g  to  us  ;  and  when  he  had  traversed 
our  line  from  one  end  to  the  other,  all  the  commandants 
and  the  colonels  assembled  on  our  right.  We  were 
ordered  to  stand  at  case  ;  the  staff-officers  were  flying 
to  and  fro  like  the  wind ;  one  could  see  them  in  all 
directions ;  but  no  one  else  stirred.     Only  a  rumour 
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spread  that  Marshal  Grouchy  was  in  chief  command 
over  us,  and  that  the  Emperor  was  attacking  the 
English,  four  leagues  away,  on  the  road  to  Brussels. 

This  news  did  not  put  us  in  good- humour;  more 
than  one  man  said — 

"  It's  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  we've  been  here  since 
the  morning  doing  nothing ;  if  the  Emperor  were  with 
us  the  battle  would  have  begun  long  ago  ;  the  Prussians 
would  not  have  had  time  to  post  themselves." 

That  was  what  they  said  ;  and  it  shows  how  unjust 
men  are;  for  three  hours  afterwards,  towards  noon, 
thousands  of  voices  began  to  cry,  "  Vive  l'Emperetir !" 
on  the  left ;  Napoleon  was  coming.  These  cries  came 
whirling  onward  like  a  tempest,  and  were  soon  pro- 
longed as  far  as  opposite  to  Sombref.  We  now  thought 
all  was  well ;  and  the  very  thing  we  had  reproached 
Marshal  Grouchy  for,  we  now  considered  well  done, 
because  the  Emperor  did  it. 

The  order  came  immediately  for  us  to  advance  five 
hundred  paces,  bearing  to  the  right,  and  we  started 
across  the  fields,  trampling  down  the  barley  and  corn, 
rye  and  oats,  that  bent  before  us.  The  great  line  of 
battle  on  our  left  kept  its  place. 

As  we  drew  near  to  a  great  road  that  we  had  not  yet 
seen,  and  just  when  we  had  discovered  Fleurus,  a 
thousand  paces  in  our  front,  with  its  rivulet  bordered 
by  willows,  suddenly  there  was  a  cry — 

"  Halt !" 

Through  the  whole  division  there  ran  a  murmur — 

"  Here  he  is !" 

The  Emperor  was  coming  up,  on  horseback,  sur- 
rounded by  a  small  staff ;  in  the  distance,  one  could 
only  recognise  him  by  his  grey  capote  and  his  hat ;  his 
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carriage,  surrounded  by  lancers,  was  some  distance 
behind.  He  entered  Fleurus  by  the  high  road,  and 
remained  more  than  an  hour  in  the  village,  while  wa 
stood  roasting  in  the  corn-fields  without. 

When  the  hour  was  over,  and  we  began  to  think  that 
this  would  never  end,  some  files  of  orderly  officers  rode 
away,  with  loosened  rein,  bending  their  heads  forward 
between  their  horses'  ears  ;  two  of  them  stopped  when 
they  came  to  General  Count  Gerard ;  one  stayed  with 
him,  and  the  other  rode  off  again.  After  that,  we  had 
to  wait  again ;  and  then,  on  a  sudden,  from  one  end  of 
the  line  to  the  other,  the  bands  of  the  regiments  struck 
up.  There  was  a  great  noise  of  drums  and  trumpets, 
and  all  began  to  march.  The  great  line  that  extended 
very  far  behind  Saint  Amand  to  the  wood  began  to  turn 
with  the  left  wing  in  advance.  As  it  passed  behind 
our  division,  we  made  a  slanting  movement  towards 
the  right ;  and  then  again  came  the  cry — 

"  Halt !" 

We  were  opposite  the  road  which  leads  out  of  Fleurus. 
We  had  a  white  wall  on  our  left ;  behind  this  wall  rose 
some  trees  and  a  great  house,  and  before  us  a  red  brick 
windmill  rose  like  a  great  tower. 

Hardly  had  we  halted  when  the  Emperor  came  out 
of  this  mill  with  three  or  four  generals,  and  two  peasants 
in  blouses,  old  men,  carrying  their  cotton  caps  in  their 
hands.  Then  the  division  set  up  a  cry  of  "Vive 
l'Empereur  !"  and  I  had  a  good  view  of  him,  for  he  was 
advancing  just  opposite  to  the  battalion,  by  a  footpath, 
with  his  arms  crossed  behind  his  back  and  his  head  bent, 
listening  to  something  one  of  the  bald  old  peasants 
was  saying.  He  took  no  notice  of  our  cries ;  twice  he 
turned  round,  and  pointed  to  the  village  of  Ligny.     I 
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saw  liim  as  plainly  as  I  used  to  see  Father  Goulden, 
when  we  sat  opposite  each  other  at  the  table.  He  had 
become  much  stouter  and  sallower  since  the  Leipsifl 
jlays ;  if  it  had  not  been  for  his  grey  capote  and  his 
hat,  I  think  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  recognise 
him  ;  he  looked  much  older,  and  his  cheeks  were  flaccid. 
This  was  no  doubt  caused  by  the  regrets  he  felt  in 
the  island  of  Elba,  thinking  of  all  the  faults  he  had 
committed  ;  for  he  was  a  man  who  had  plenty  of  good 
sense,  and  could  see  his  faults  plainly.  He  had  de- 
stroyed the  revolution  that  had  set  him  up ;  he  had 
called  home  the  emigrants  who  would  not  have  him ; 
he  had  married  an  archduchess  who  stayed  in  Vienna ; 
he  had  chosen  his  greatest  enemies  for  his  counsellors. 
In  fact,  he  had  put  back  everything  into  the  state  in 
which  it  was  before  the  revolution ;  nothing  was  wanting 
to  complete  it  but  Louis  XVIII.,  and  at  last  the  kings 
had  put  Louis  XVIII.  in  his  place.  Now  he  had  come 
back  to  overthrow  the  legitimate  monarch ;  some  called 
him  a  despot,  and  others  a  Jacobin.  It  was  unfortunate, 
inasmuch  as  he  himself  had  arranged  everything  for 
recalling  the  Bourbons.  He  had  nothing  left  now  but 
his  army  ;  if  he  lost  this,  he  lost  everything  ;  because, 
in  the  nation,  some  wanted  liberty,  like  Father  Groulden, 
and  others  wanted  order  and  peace,  like  Aunt  Grethel 
and  myself,  and  all  those  who  were  carried  off  to  the 
war. 

These  things  must  have  made  him  reflect  terribly.  He 
had  lost  everybody's  confidence.  The  old  soldiers  alone 
preserved  their  attachment  to  him  ;  they  were  ready  to 
conquer  or  to  die,  and  with  such  ideas  one  is  sure  to 
achieve  one  or  other  of  these  objects,  and  all  is  very 
Bimple  and  clear ;  but  many  people  had  very  different 
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ideas,  and  for  my  part  I  cared  much  more  for  Catharine 
than  for  the  Emperor. 

When  he  came  to  the  corner  of  the  wall,  where  the 
hussars  were  waiting  for  him,  he  mounted  his  horse ; 
and  General  Gerard,  who  had  seen  him,  rode  down  at  a 
gallop  into  the  highway.  He  turned  round  for  a 
moment  or  two  to  listen  to  the  general,  and  then  they 
rode  into  Fleurus  together. 

And  again  we  had  to  wait. 

Towards  two  o'clock  General  Gerard  came  back  again. 
We  were  made  to  incline  to  the  right  for  the  third 
time ;  and  the  whole  division  marched  in  columns  along 
the  high  road  of  Fleurus,  the  cannons  and  artillery- 
waggons  occupying  the  intervals  between  the  brigades. 
No  one  can  describe  what  a  terrible  dust  there  was. 
Buche  said  to  me — 

"  At  the  first  pond  we  come  to  ]  must  have  a  drink, 
let  it  cost  what  it  may." 

But  we  did  not  come  upon  any  water. 

The  bands  continued  to  play.  Behind  us  came 
masses  of  cavalry,  chiefly  of  dragoons.  We  were  still 
marching,  when  the  roll  of  musketry  and  the  noise  of 
cannon  began  ;  it  sounded  like  the  bursting  of  a  dyke, 
when  the  water  comes  rashing  down  carrying  every- 
thing before  it. 

I  knew  what  it  was,  but  Buche  turned  quite  pale. 
He  said  nothing,  but  looked  at  me  with  an  astonished 
air. 

"  Yes,  yes,  Jean,"  I  said  to  him ;  "  the  others  yonder 
are  beginning  the  attack  on  Saint  Amand ;  but  our 
turn  will  come  directly." 

The  rolling  noise  became  twice  as  loud.  The  bands 
had  left  off  playing,  and  on  all  sides  arose  the  cry — ■ 
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"Halt!" 

The  division  stopped  on  the  high  road ;  the  cannoneers 
came  forward  from  the  intervals,  and  put  their  pieces  in 
position,  fifty  paces  in  front  of  us,  with  the  caissons 
behind  them. 

We  were  standing  opposite  to  Ligny.  Nothing  was 
to  be  seen  but  a  white  line  of  houses,  half  hidden  by 
orchards,  the  steeple  rising  above  them,  banks  of  yellow 
clayey  earth,  trees,  hedges,  and  palisades.  "We  were 
twelve  to  fifteen  thousand  men,  without  reckoning  the 
cavalry  ;  and  we  waited  for  the  order  to  attack. 

The  battle  in  the  direction  of  Saint  Amand  continued ; 
and  masses  of  smoke  rose  up  into  the  sky. 

While  we  were  waiting  for  our  turn  to  come,  I  thought 
with  extraordinary  tenderness  of  Catharine  ;  the  idea 
that  she  would  have  a  child  came  into  my  mind,  and  I 
prayed  to  God  to  preserve  my  life  ;  but  the  good  thought 
also  came  to  me  that,  if  I  should  die,  our  child  would 
be  there  to  console  them  all — Catharine,  Aunt  Grethel, 
and  Father  Gould  en  ;  that  if  it  should  be  a  boy,  they 
would  call  him  Joseph,  and  caress  him  ;  that  Mons. 
Goulden  would  dandle  him  on  his  knees,  that  Aunt 
Grethel  would  love  him,  and  that  Catharine,  when  she 
embraced  him,  would  think  of  me.  I  said  to  myself 
that  I  should  not  be  altogether  deact.  But  I  preferred 
living,  for  all  that,  and  I  felt  sure  this  would  be  a 
terrible  affair. 

Buche,  too,  said  to  me — • 

"  Listen  to  me.  I've  a  cross — if  I  am  killed — you 
must  promise  me  something."  And  he  took  my  hand 
and  wrung  it. 

"  I  promise  you,"  I  answered. 

"  Then  listen ;  it  is  here,  on  my  breast.     I  want  you 
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to  carry  it  back  to  Harberg,  and  have  it  hung  up  in  the 
chapel,  in  memory  of  Jean  Buche,  who  died  believing  in 
the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost." 

He  spoke  seriously,  and  I  thought  his  request  a  very 
natural  one ;  for  some  die  for  the  rights  of  man,  others 
die  thinking  of  their  mother,  and  others  justify  them- 
selves by  the  example  of  those  just  men  -who  sacrificed 
themselves  for  their  fellow-men ;  it  is  all  the  same  kind 
of  thing,  though  people  call  it  by  different  names, 
according  to  their  way  of  looking  at  it. 

So  I  promised  to  do  what  he  asked ;  and  we  Avaited  for 
almost  another  half-hour.  All  who  came  out  of  the 
wood  took  up  a  position  close  to  us ;  we  also  saw  the 
cavalry  deploying  on  our  right,  as  if  to  attack  Sombref. 

On  our  side,  till  half-past  two,  not  a  musket-shot 
had  been  fired,  when  suddenly  an  aide-de-camp  of  the 
Emperor  came  riding  up  at  full  gallop  ;  and  I  thought 
directly — "  Here's  our  turn  coming !  Now  may  God 
watch  over  us  ;  for  we,  poor  wretches,  are  unable  to  save 
ourselves  from  a  massacre  like  this  !" 

I  had  hardly  had  time  to  make  these  reflections, 
when  two  battalions  set  out  with  some  cavalry,  on  the 
right  of  the  high  road  in  the  direction  of  Sombref, 
where  the  Prussian  uhlans  and  hussars  were  forming 
in  line  opposite  our  dragoons.  These  two  battalions 
had  the  luck  to  remain  all  day  in  position  on  the  road, 
watching  the  enemy's  cavalry,  while  wo  had  to  take  the 
village  where  the  Prussians  were  posted  in  force. 

It  was  striking  three  o'clock  when  the  columns  of 
attack  were  formed ;  I  was  in  the  one  to  the  left,  which 
advanced  first  at  the  quick  march  along  a  winding 
way.  In  the  direction  of  Ligny  there  was  a  great  brick 
building;   it  was  round,  and  pierced  with   boles;    it 
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looted  upon  the  road  by  which  we  were  mounting,  and 
we  looked  at  it  over  the  corn-fields.  The  second,  or 
middle  column,  started  after  us,  because  it  had  not  so 
far  to  go,  and  advanced  straight  forward ;  we  were  to 
meet  it  at  the  entrance  of  the  village.  I  do  not  know 
when  the  third  column  started,  for  we  did  not  meet  it 
till  afterwards. 

Everything  went  well  till  we  came  to  a  place  where 
the  road  cuts  through  a  little  hill,  and  leads  down  into 
the  village.  Just  as  we  entered  the  space  between 
the  two  mounds,  covered  with  corn,  and  began  to 
descry  the  foremost  houses,  all  at  once  a  perfect  hail  of 
bullets  descended  on  the  head  of  our  column  with  a 
terrible  noise ;  from  every  hole  in  the  great  brick 
building,  from  every  window  and  every  loophole  in  the 
houses,  from  the  hedges,  the  orchards,  across  the  low 
walls  of  stone,  the  fusillade  came  flashing  upon  us  like 
lightning.  At  the  same  time,  from  a  field  behind  the 
great  tower  on  the  left,  and  higher  than  Ligny,  from 
the  direction  of  the  windmills,  fifteen  heavy  guns, 
posted  for  that  purpose,  opened  fire  with  a  roar  com- 
pared to  which  the  sound  of  the  fusillade  was,  so  to 
speak,  nothing  at  all.  Those  who,  unfortunately  for 
them,  had  already  passed  the  hollow  way,  fell  upon  one 
another  in  heaps,  in  the  smoke.  And  at  the  moment 
when  this  happened  to  us,  we  also  heard  the  fire  of  the 
other  column  opening  upon  our  right,  and  the  roaring 
of  other  cannons ;  and  we  did  not  know  whether  they 
belonged  to  us,  or  if  the  Prussians  were  firing. 

Fortunately,  the  battalion  had  not  yet  entirely  passed 
the  hill;  the  bullets  whistled  and  the  cannon-balls 
roared  through  the  corn-fields  over  our  heads,  plough- 
ing up  the  ground,  but  doing  us  no  injury.     Ench  time 
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buuIi  a  volley  passed  over  us,  the  conscripts  near  me 
ducked  their  heads.  I  remember  that  Buche  looked 
at  me  with  great  eyes.  The  old  soldiers  set  their  lips 
tight. 

The  column  halted.  Each  one  was  thinking  whether 
it  would  not  be  better  to  go  down  again  ;  but  this  only 
lasted  for  a  second.  The  moment  the  fusillade  appeared 
to  slacken,  all  the  officers,  waving  their  swords  in  the 
air,  began  to  shout — 

"  Forward !" 

And  the  column  set  off  again  at  the  double.  It 
threw  itself  first  into  the  road  which  leads  down  across 
the  hedges,  over  the  palisades  and  walls  where  the 
Prussians,  from  their  ambush,  continued  to  fire  at  us. 
Woe  to  those  whom  we  overtook !  They  defended 
themselves  like  Avolves,  but  our  musket-stocks  and 
bayonets  soon  stretched  them  in  corners.  A  consider- 
able number  of  them;  veterans,  with  grizzled  mous- 
taches, had  prepared  for  retreat ;  they  retired  with  a 
firm  step,  turning  at  intervals  to  fire  another  shot,  and 
shutting  a  door  behind  them,  or  crouching  in  a  hollow. 
We  followed  them  persistently ;  there  was  no  prudence 
or  pity  left  among  us ;  and  at  last  we  arrived,  all  in 
disorder,  at  the  first  houses,  where  the  fusillade  was 
reopened  upon  us  from  the  windows,  the  corners  of  the 
streets,  and  every  point. 

There  were  certainly  orchards  and  gardens,  with 
walls  of  loose  stone  that  extended  along  the  ridge  of 
the  hill,  but  they  were  all  ruined  and  knocked  to  pieces, 
and  the  palings  had  been  torn  up,  and  could  no  longer 
give  us  shelter.  The  buildings  before  us,  well  barri- 
caded, continued  a  rolling  fire  upon  us.  In  ten  minutes 
these  Prussians  would  bave  exterminated  us  to  the  last 
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man.  Seeing  this,  the  column  began  to  go  back — 
drummers,  sappers,  officers,  and  soldiers,  all  pell-mell, 
without  stopping  to  look  round.  As  for  me,  I  leaped 
over  palisades,  in  places  where,  under  other  circum- 
stances, I  should  never  have  had  the  conceit  to  think  I 
could  get  across,  especially  with  my  knapsack  and 
cartridge-box  at  my  back ;  and  all  the  others  did  the 
same  ;  we  all  melted  away  like  a  crumbling  wall. 

When  once  we  had  got  to  the  shelter  of  the  hollow 
way,  between  the  hills,  we  stopped  to  take  breath,  for 
we  were  perfectly  blown.  Many,  even,  lay  down  on  the 
ground,  and  others  leaned  with  their  backs  against  the 
fence.  The  officers  rated  us,  just  as  if  thej  had  not 
themselves  followed  our  retreating  movement ;  many  of 
them  cried  out — "  Let  the  cannons  advance !"  others 
wanted  the  ranks  to  be  formed  again ;  and  one  could 
hardly  hear  one's  self  amid  the  terrible  growling  of 
the  cannonade,  in  which  the  air  trembled  as  in  a 
thunderstorm. 

I  saw  Buche  coming  back  with  long  strides ;  his 
bayonet  was  quite  red  with  blood ;  he  took  his  place 
beside  me  in  silence,  and  reloaded  his  musket. 

More  than  a  hundred  men  of  the  battalion,  Captain 
Gregoire,  Lieutenant  Certain,  and  several  sergeants  and 
corporals  had  been  left  in  the  orchards ;  the  first  two  bat- 
tabons  of  the  column  had  suffered  equally  with  ourselves. 

Zebedee,  with  his  great  hooked  nose  quite  white,  per- 
ceived me  from  a  distance,  and  called  out — 

"Joseph!  no  quarter!" 

Masses  of  white  smoke  rolled  over  the  hills.  The 
whole  ridge,  from  Ligny  to  Saint  Amand,  behind  the 
willows,  aspens,  and  poplars  that  bordered  the  road, 
was  a  mass  of  fire. 
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I  Had  clambered  to  the  level  of  the  corn-fields,  my  two 
hands  grasping  the  ground ; — and  seeing  this  terrible 
spectacle — seeing  also,  to  the  top  of  the  ridge,  near  the 
mills,  long  black  lines  of  infantry,  standing  ready  to 
come  down  upon  us,  with  innumerable  cavalry  on  the 
wings,  I  came  down  again,  thinking — 

"We  shall  never  manage  that  army.  It  fills  the 
villages,  it  guards  the  roads,  it  covers  the  ridge  as  far 
as  one  can  see,  and  has  cannon  everywhere;  it's  un- 
reasonable to  persist  in  such  an  enterprise." 

I  felt  indignant  with  our  generals,  and  even  disgusted 
with  them. 

All  this  had  happened  in  less  than  ten  minutes. 
Heaven  knows  what  had  become  of  the  other  columns ; 
all  the  great  fusillade  coming  from  the  left,  and  the 
volleys  of  bullets  that  we  heard  whistling  through  the 
air,  were  no  doubt  destined  for  them. 

I  thought  we  had  already  had  our  good  share  of  mis- 
fortunes, when  General  G-crard  and  the  other  generals 
named  Vichery  and  Schoeffer  came  galloping  up  from 
the  road  below  us,  crying  like  madmen — 

"Forward!     Forward!" 

They  pointed  with  their  sabres,  and  to  see  them  one 
would  have  thought  it  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  to 
go  on.  These  are  the  kind  of  obstinate  beings  who 
drive  others  to  destruction,  because  their  fury  spreads 
to  everybody  else. 

Our  guns,  on  the  road  below,  at  this  moment  opened 
fire  upon  Ligny ;  the  roofs  of  the  village  crumbled,  the 
walls  came  crashing  down;  and  with  one  accord  we 
began  to  run  forward  again,  the  generals  in  front, 
Bword  in  hand,  and  the  drummers  behind  us  beating 
the  charge.     There  were  shouts  of  "  Vive  l'Empereur  I" 
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Prussian  cannon-balls  struck  us  down  by  dozens,  the 
bullets  flew  round  us  like  hail,  and  the  drums  kep^ 
beating  duni !  duni !  dum !  We  seemed  to  see  and  t*. 
hear  nothing  as  we  rushed  forward  through  thf 
orchards  ;  those  who  fell  were  not  regarded ;  and  tw\> 
minutes  afterwards  we  entered  the  village,  breaking  in 
the  doors  with  our  musket-stocks,  while  the  Prussians 
fired  at  us  from  the  windows.  It  was  an  uproar  a 
thousand  times  worse  than  that  without,  because  cries 
of  fury  were  mingled  with  it;  we  rushed  into  the 
houses  with  bayonet-strokes  ;  the  foes  massacred  each 
other  without  mercy.  On  all  sides  only  one  cry  was 
heard — 

"  No  quarter !" 

The  Prussians  we  surprised  in  the  first  houses  did 
not  ask  for  any.  They  were  all  old  soldiers  who  knew 
the  meaning  of  the  cry — "3STo  quarter!"  They  de- 
fended themselves  to  the  death. 

I  remember  that  at  the  third  or  fourth  house  of  a 
tolerably  broad  street  which  runs  in  front  of  the  church, 
and  afterwards  leads  to  a  little  bridge — I  remember 
that  opposite  to  this  house,  on  the  right,  while  great 
bent  tiles,  and  slates,  and  bricks  were  raining  down 
into  the  street,  and  the  fires  lit  up  by  our  bombshells 
filled  the  air  with  smoke,  and  when  all  was  roaring, 
whistling,  and  shrieking  around  us,  Zebedee  seized 
me  by  the  arm  with  a  terrible  glance,  and  shouted — 

"  Come  on !" 

And  then  we  rushed  into  the  house,  where  the  great 
iower  room,  quite  dark  because  the  windows  had  been 
(barricaded  with  sacks  of  earth,  was  already  full  of 
soldiers.  At  the  back  one  could  see  a  very  steep  stair- 
case of  wood,  down  which  blood  was  dripping ;  musket- 
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sliots  were  leing  fired  from  above,  and  their  flashes 
showed,  from  one  moment  to  another,  five  or  six  of  our 
men  leaning  wounded  against  the  balustrades,  and 
others  passing  over  their  bodies,  charging  with  the 
bayonet  to  force  an  entrance  into  the  loft. 

It  was  a  horrible  thing  to  see  all  these  men,  with 
their  bristling  moustaches,  their  brown  cheeks,  and 
fury  painted  in  every  wrinkle  of  their  faces,  trying  with 
all  their  might  to  get  up.  When  I  saw  this,  I  don't 
know  what  fury  seized  me,  so  that  I  began  shouting — 

"  Forward !     No  quarter  !" 

If  I  had  had  the  misfortune  to  be  near  the  staircase, 
I  might  have  tried  to  mount,  and  have  got  myself  cut 
to  pieces.  Luckily  for  me,  every  one  had  the  same 
wish,  and  not  one  of  them  would  have  given  up  his 
place  to  me.  It  was  an  old  soldier,  all  covered  with 
wounds,  who  mounted  amid  the  bayonets.  On  arriving 
at  the  loft  he  let  go  his  gun,  stretched  out  his  arms, 
and  clung  with  both  hands  to  the  balustrade ;  two 
bullets  fired  at  him  point  blank  could  not  make  him 
let  go ;  and  behind  him  three  or  four  others,  who 
pushed  each  other  about  to  get  up  first,  threw  him  into 
the  room  as  they  bounded  up  the  last  steps. 

Then  there  arose  upstairs  an  uproar  that  cannot  be 
described ;  gunshots  followed  each  other  in  close  suc- 
cession in  the  narrow  room,  and  there  was  such  a 
clamour  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  house  were  coming 
down  in  one  great  crash  ;  and  other  soldiers  kept  rushing 
up !  When  I  got  up,  behind  Zebedee,  the  whole  place 
was  blocked  up  with  dead  and  wounded  men,  tha 
windows  opposite  had  been  broken  in,  the  walls  were 
all  splashed  with  blood,  there  was  not  a  Prussian  left 
alive,  and  five  or  six  of  our  men  were  leaning  against  pieces 
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nf  furniture,  smiling  and  looking  on  with  a  ferocious 
air ;  they  had  nearly  all  of  them  balls  in  their  bodies,  or 
had  received  bayonet-thrusts,  but  the  joy  of  vengeance 
was  stronger  than  the  pain  of  their  wounds.  When  I 
think  of  that  scene,  it  makes  my  hair  stand  on  end. 

Directly  Zebedee  saw  that  the  Prussians  were  really 
dead,  he  went  down,  calling  to  me — 

"  Come  on  !     There's  nothing  more  to  be  done  here  !" 

And  we  went  out.  Outside,  the  column  had  already 
gone  past  the  church  ;  thousands  of  muskets  crackled 
on  the  bridge,  sounding  like  a  charcoal  stove  when  it  is 
burning  up.  The  second  column,  going  down  the  great 
street  on  the  right,  had  united  with  ours ;  while  one  of 
those  great  columns  of  Prussians  that  I  had  seen  on 
the  ridge  behind  Ligny  was  coming  down  to  drive  us  back 
out  of  the  village.  There  it  was  that  we  and  the  enemy 
met  for  the  first  time  in  masses.  Two  staff  officers  were 
rushing  away  through  the  street  from  which  we  came. 

"  Those  men,"  said  Zebedee,  "  are  going  to  look  for 
cannon.  When  we  have  cannon  here,  Joseph,  you  shall 
see  if  they  can  turn  us  out." 

He  ran  on,  and  I  followed  him. 

The  engagement  continued  near  the  bridge.  Five 
o'clock  sounded  from  the  old  church ;  we  had  then 
exterminated  all  the  Prussians  on  this  side  of  the  rivulet, 
except  those  who  had  barricaded  themselves  in  the  great 
brick  building  on  the  left,  shaped  like  a  tower,  and  with 
its  sides  pierced  with  holes.  Some  shells  had  set  it  on 
fire  at  the  top,  but  below  the  fusillade  continued  ;  and 
Ke  had  to  avoid  that  direction. 

In  front  of  the  church  we  were  in  force  ;  we  found 
the  little  square  crowded  with  troops,  who  stood  with 
shouldered  arms,  ready  to  march ;  there  were  more  in  a 
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large  street  tliat  traverses  Ligny  throughout  its  entire 
length.  The  head  of  one  column  was  still  engaged 
opposite  the  little  bridge.  The  Prussians  were  trying 
to  drive  us  back ;  file-firing  went  on  incessantly,  like 
the  pattering  of  falling  water.  On  the  square,  one 
could  see  nothing  through  the  smoke  but  bayonets,  the 
facade  of  the  church,  generals  standing  on  the  steps  in 
front  giving  their  orders,  staff  officers  galloping  away, 
and  in  the  air  the  old  slate-covered  steeple,  round  which 
the  crows  were  wheeling,  terrified  at  all  this  uproar. 

The  cannon  of  St.  Amand  kept  on  sounding. 
Between  the  gables  on  the  left,  one  could  see  on  the 
ridge  long  blue  lines,  and  masses  of  cavalry  moving  in 
the  direction  of  Sombref,  to  turn  our  flank.  Yonder, 
behind  us,  there  were  to  be  hand-to-hand  combats 
between  the  uhlans  and  our  hussars.  How  many  of 
those  uhlans  we  saw  stretched  on  the  plains  next  day  ! 

Our  battalion  having  suffered  most,  then  passed  into 
the  second  line.  We  found  our  company  again  directly 
that  Captain  Florentin  commanded.  Camions  were  also 
coming  by  the  same  street  as  we  ;  the  horses  galloped 
along,  foaming  and  shaking  their  heads  as  if  they  were 
mad ;  the  guns  and  the  tumbrels  crushed  everything  ; 
that  necessarily  made  a  great  uproar ;  but  amid  the 
roaring  of  the  cannon  and  the  rattle  of  the  musketry 
one  could  distinguish  nothing.  All  the  soldiers  were 
making  a  noise,  and  some  of  them  were  singing,  with 
their  arms  uplifted  and  their  guns  on  their  shoul- 
ders ;  but  one  could  only  tell  it  by  seeing  their  open 
mouths. 

I  had  taken  my  place  again  next  to  Buche,  and  waa 
beginning  to  breathe  freely,  when  all  were  set  in  motion 
once  more. 
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This  time  the  thing  to  be  done  was  to  pass  the  rivulet, 
A>  drive  the  Prussians  out  of  Ligny,  to  mount  the  ridge 
behind,  and  to  cut  their  army  in  two;  and  then  the 
battle  would  be  won!  Every  one  could  understand 
that ;  but  with  the  mass  of  troops  they  held  in  reserve, 
it  was  no  small  matter  to  achieve. 

All  marched  forward  to  attack  the  bridge ;  no  one 
could  see  anything  but  the  five  or  six  men  before  him. 
I  was  glad  to  hear  that  the  column  extended  a  long  way 
in  front. 

What  I  liked  better  still  was  that  in  the  middle  of 
the  street,  in  front  of  a  barn  whose  door  had  been 
beaten  in,  Captain  Florentin  halted  the  company,  and 
that  the  remains  of  the  battalion  were  posted  in  these 
half-ruined  structures,  to  support  the  attacking  column 
by  firing  from  the  windows. 

We  were  fifteen  men  in  this  barn,  and  I  can  fancy  I 
see  myself  and  the  rest  now,  mounting  by  a  ladder 
through  a  square  hole ;  and  I  see  the  two  or  three 
dead  Prussians  down  by  the  wall,  and  the  old  door, 
riddled  with  bullets,  hanging  only  by  one  of  its 
hinges,  and  <xt  the  back  a  loophole  looking  upon  the 
other  street  behind.  Zebedee  commanded  our  party; 
Lieutenant  Bretonville  established  himself  with  another 
detachment  in  the  house  opposite,  and  Captain  Flo- 
rentin went  somewhere  else. 

The  street  was  lined  with  troops  as  far  as  the  two 
corners  by  the  rivulet. 

The  first  thing  we  tried  to  do  was  to  set  up  the 
door  again,  and  strengthen  it ;  but  we  had  hardly  begun 
2his  work  when  a  horrible  noise  was  heard  in  the 
street ;  the  walls,  shutters,  and  roof  all  came  rattling 
down  together ;  and  two  men  of  our  party,  who  had 
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remained  outside  to  prop  up  the  door,  fell  as  if  mown 
down  with  a  scythe.  At  the  same  time,  in  the  distance, 
near  the  rivulet,  the  footsteps  of  the  retreating  column 
were  heard  clattering  over  the  bridge ;  while  ten  dis- 
charges similar  to  the  first  roared  through  the  air  and 
made  one  shrink  back  in  spite  of  oneself.  This  came 
from  six  guns  loaded  with  grapeshot,  which  Blucher  had 
masked  at  the  end  of  the  street,  and  which  were  open- 
ing fire  upon  us. 

The  whole  column,  drummers,  soldiers,  officers,  on 
foot  and  on  horseback,  falling  over  each  other  and 
pushing  one  another  down,  came  rushing  by  like  a  hur- 
ricane. Nobody  looked  behind  him ;  those  who  fell 
were  lost  men.  Hardly  had  the  last  of  them  passed 
««ir  door  when  Zebedee  leaned  out  to  look,  and  imme- 
diately cried  out  in  a  terrible  voice — 

"  The  Prussians !" 

He  fired  his  nmsket.  Several  of  us  were  already 
on  the  ladder ;  but  before  I  thought  of  climbing  up, 
the  Prussians  were  there  ;  Zebedee,  Buche,  and  all  who 
had  not  had  time  to  get  up  kept  them  off  with  their 
bayonets.  I  fancy  I  can  still  see  those  Prussians,  with 
their  great  moustaches,  their  red  faces,  and  their  low 
shakos,  furious  at  being  stopped.  I  never  had  such  a 
shock.  Zebedee  shouted,  "  No  quarter  !"  as  if  we  had 
been  the  stronger  party.  Directly  afterwards  he  re- 
ceived a  blow  from  the  butt-end  of  a  musket,  and  fell. 

I  saw  that  he  was  going  to  be  massacred,  and  it  made 
my  heart  stand  still.     I  rushed  out  shouting — 

"  Bayonets !" 

And  we  all  ran  together  upon  those  rascals,  while  our 
comrades  fired  from  above,  and  from  the  houses  opposite 
a  fusillade  was  opened  upon  them. 
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Then  the  Prussians  gave  way,  but  farther  on  a  whole 
battalion  was  coming  up.  Buche  took  Zebedee  on  his 
shoulders  and  ran  up  the  ladder.  We  had  barely  time 
to  follow  him,  calling  out  to  him  to  make  haste. 

"We  helped  him  to  climb  with  all  our  might.  I  was 
the  last  but  one.  I  thought  the  ladder  would  never 
end ;  and  here  was  a  terrible  thing :  when  we  came  to 
draw  it  up,  amid  bullets  from  below  that  shattered  the 
head  of  one  of  our  comrades,  we  found  it  was  too  large 
to  go  into  the  loft.  This  made  us  all  turn  pale.  Then 
Zebedee,  who  was  recovering,  said  to  us — 

"  Why  don't  you  fix  a  musket  to  the  rungs  ?" 

And  this  idea  seemed  to  us  an  inspiration  from 
above. 

But  you  should  have  heard  the  uproar  that  was  going 
on  below.  The  whole  street  was  full  of  Prussians,  and 
our  barn  too.  These  people  were  beside  themselves 
with  rage ;  they  were  worse  than  we,  and  kept  on 
repeating — 

"  No  prisoners !" 

Our  firing  made  them  angry ;  they  broke  in  the  doors, 
and  one  could  hear  combats  in  the  houses,  and  heavy 
falls,  and  curses  in  French  and  in  German,  commands 
shouted  by  Lieutenant  Bretonville  opposite,  and  the 
Prussian  officers  crying  out  to  their  men  to  bring  straw 
to  set  the  places  on  fire.  Fortunately  the  fields  had  not 
yet  been  reaped,  otherwise  they  would  have  burnt  us  all 
together. 

They  fired  into  the  floor  of  our  loft ;  but  the  floor  was 
of  good  oaken  planks,  and  the  balls  rattled  against  them 
like  blows  with  a  hammer.  We,  standing  behind  one 
another,  kept  on  firing  down  into  the  street,  and  ever*-' 
Bhot  told. 

14 


214  Waterloo. 

It  seemed  that  these  people  had  retaken  the  square 
before  the  church,  for  we  could  now  only  hear  the  noise 
of  the  fire  at  a  distance.  We  were  left  alone,  two  or 
three  hundred  men,  surrounded  by  three  or  four  thou- 
sand. 

Then  I  said  to  myself — 

"  It  is  all  over  with  you,  Joseph.  You  will  never 
escape  from  this — it's  impossible." 

And  I  did  not  dare  to  think  of  Catharine,  for  my 
heart  wept.  There  was  no  chance  of  retreat  for  us. 
The  Prussians  held  the  two  ends  of  the  street  and  the 
lanes  behind  it ;  they  had  already  retaken  some  houses. 
But  all  was  silent.  They  were  preparing  something; 
they  were  looking  for  hay,  straw,  and  faggots,  or  else 
they  were  bringing  their  guns  forward  to  annihilate  us. 

Our  fusilier  looked  out  of  the  loophole,  but  could 
see  nothing,  for  the  street  was  empty.  This  silence 
around  was  more  terrible  than  the  tumult  just  before. 

Zebedee  had  got  up  again ;  the  blood  was  pouring 
from  his  mouth  and  nose. 

"  Attention !"  said  he.  "  We  shall  have  to  receive 
an  attack — the  rascals  are  preparing!  Load  your 
guns !" 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  words,  when  the  whole 
uouse,  from  the  roof  to  the  foundations,  was  shaken 
as  if  it  was  all  sinking  into  the  earth ;  beams,  laths, 
and  slates  all  came  tumbling  down  with  the  shock ; 
while  a  red  flame  rose  from  beneath  our  feet  to  the 
height  of  the  roof. 

We  all  fell  backward.  A  lighted  bombshell,  that  the 
Prussians  had  rolled  into  the  barn,  had  just  burst. 

When  I  got  up  again,  there  was  a  hissing  in  my 
ears ;    but,  for  all  that,  I  could  see  a  ladder  raised 
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against  our  loophole,  and  Buche  making  desperate 
thrusts  with  his  bayonet  at  something  outside. 

The  Prussians  -wanted  to  take  advantage  of  our 
surprise  to  rush  in  and  massacre  us  ;  the  sight  turned 
me  cold,  and  I  ran  forward  to  help  Buche. 

Those  of  our  comrades  who  had  not  been  killed  also 
came  running  up,  crying — 

"  Vive  l'Empereur !" 

And  then,  so  to  speak,  I  heard  nothing  more.  The 
noise  must  have  been  horrible,  for  the  fusillade  from 
below,  and  from  the  windows,  lit  up  all  the  street  like 
a  rolling  fire.  We  had  thrown  down  the  ladder,  and 
there  were  still  six  of  us  left — two  in  front,  who  kept 
firing,  and  four  behind  them,  who  loaded  and  handed 
them  the  muskets. 

In  this  extremity  I  had  become  calm,  and  resigned 
myself  to  my  misfortune,  merely  thinking — 

"  Try  to  preserve  thy  life  !" 

The  others,  no  doubt,  had  the  same  idea,  and  we 
did  great  execution. 

This  terrible  crisis  lasted  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
and  then  the  cannon  began  to  thunder  again,  and  our 
comrades  in  front  ceased  firing,  and  leaned  out  of  the 
window. 

My  cartridge-box  was  nearly  empty,  and  I  went  to 
take  more  cartridges  from  the  dead  bodies. 

Cries  of  "Vive  l'Empereur !"  were  now  heard,  and 
they  came  nearer ;  all  at  once  the  head  of  our  column, 
with  its  flag  all  black  and  torn,  was  seen  advancing 
along  the  little  square,  and  turning  into  our  street. 

The  Prussians  were  retreating.  We  would  have  all 
come  down,  but  twice  or  thrice  our  column  wavered 
before    the    musketry    fire   that    met   it.      The   cries 
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and  the  cannonade  were  again  intermingled.  Zebedee, 
who  was  looking  out,  at  last  ran  to  put  down  the 
ladder ;  our  column  was  passing  by  the  barn,  and  we 
all  came  down,  one  after  another,  without  looking  at 
our  comrades,  who  had  been  torn  by  the  fragments  of 
the  bomb,  and  several  of  whom  cried  out  to  us  in  heart- 
rending tones  to  carry  them  with  us. 

But  that  is  the  character  of  men :  the  fear  of  being 
taken  makes  them  barbarous. 

Long  afterwards  these  abominable  things  came  back 
upon  us.  One  would  then  give  anything  to  have  bad 
courage  and  humanity ;  but  it  is  too  late. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Thus  it  was  that  six  of  us  went  out  of  the  barn,  into 
which  fifteen  had  gone  an  hour  before.  Buche  and 
Zebedee  were  both  among  the  survivors:  the  Pbals- 
bourg  men  had  been  lucky. 

Once  outside,  we  had  to  follow  the  attacking  party. 

We  marched  on  over  a  heap  of  dead  men ;  all  was 
soft  under  our  feet.  No  one  looked  down  to  see  if  he 
was  stepping  on  the  face  of  a  wounded  man,  or  on  his 
chest,  or  his  limbs  ;  we  only  marched  onward.  The 
next  day  we  learned  that  this  mass  of  Prussians, 
crowded  together  in  the  street,  had  been  swept  away 
by  some  pieces  of  cannon  put  up  as  a  battery  in  front 
of  the  church ;  the  pertinacity  of  these  people  had 
caused  their  ruin. 

Blucher  was  only  waiting  for  the  moment  to  do  a3 
much  for  us  ;  but  instead  of  passing  over  the  bridge  we 
were  made  to  incline  to  the  right  and  occupy  the  houses 
that  border  the  stream.  The  Prussians  were  firing  at 
us  from  all  the  windows  opposite.  When  we  were 
entrenched  in  the  houses  we  opened  fire  upon  their 
pieces,  and  this  forced  them  to  give  way. 

There  was  already  a  talk  of  our  attacking  the  other 
part  of  the  village,  when  the  rumour  spread  that  a 
column  of  Prussians,  fifteen  to  twenty  thousand  strong, 
was  coming  from  Charleroi  in  our  rear.      No  one  could 
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■understand  this;  for  we  had  swept  the  whole  regiol 
from  the  banks  of  the  Sambre ;  this  column,  which  was 
falling  upon  our  rear,  must,  therefore,  have  been  con- 
cealed in  the  woods. 

It  might  then  be  about  half-past  six  o'clock ;  the 
combat  at  Saint  Amand  seemed  to  increase.  Blucher 
was  directing  all  his  force  that  way ;  the  moment  was 
favourable  for  taking  the  other  part  of  the  village  ;  bu* 
this  column  forced  us  to  wait. 

The  rows  of  houses  on  each  side  of  the  rivulet  were 
lined  with  troops  ;  on  the  right  were  the  French,  on  the 
left  the  Prussians.  The  firing  had  ceased,  though 
scattered  shots  still  fell,  but  they  were  far  apart.  The 
two  sides  were  watching  each  other,  as  if  they  said — 

"  Let  us  take  breath !  Presently  we  shall  have 
another  tussle  !" 

The  Prussians,  in  the  houses  opposite,  with  their  blue 
coats  and  leather  shakos,  and  their  moustaches  bent  back, 
were  old  soldiers,  robust  men,  with  square  chins,  and 
with  their  ears  stretching  out  from  their  heads.  One 
would  have  thought  they  could  overturn  us  at  a  blow. 

Their  officers,  too,  were  watching  us. 

Along  the  two  streets  which  skirted  the  water,  and  in 
the  streamlet  itself,  there  were  long  uninterrupted  lines 
of  corpses.  Many  were  sitting  with  their  backs  against 
the  wall ;  they  were  such  as  had  been  dangerously 
wounded  during  the  fight,  and  having  still  the  strength 
to  drag  themselves  out  of  the  melee,  had  propped  them- 
selves against  the  wall,  where  they  had  died  from  loss 
of  blood.  In  the  stream  many  were  standing  upright 
with  their  hands  grasping  the  margin,  as  if  to  climlj 
out ;  but  they  never  stirred ;  and  in  the  dark  nooks, 
into  which  the  rays  of  the  sun  glinted  down,  one  could 
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Bee  poor  wretches  crushed  under  ruins,  with  beams  and 
great  stones  resting  upon  their  bodies. 

The  combat  of  Saint  Amand  became  more  terrible  ; 
ihe  successive  thunders  of  the  cannon  seemed  to  rise 
one  above  another ;  and  if  we  had  not  been  all  face  to 
face  with  death,  we  could  not  have  helped  admiring  the 
magnificent  uproar. 

At  each  discharge  hundreds  of  men  had  perished ; 
and  there  was  no  cessation,  so  that  the  very  earth 
trembled. 

We  had  time  to  breathe  now ;  but  soon  we  felt  a 
terrible  thirst.  While  we  had  been  fighting  no  one  had 
felt  this  horrible  thirst ;  but  now  every  one  wanted  to 
drink. 

Our  house  was  the  corner  one  on  the  left  of  the 
bridge,  and  the  little  water  that  rolled  through  the 
mud  was  red  with  gore.  But  between  our  house  and 
the  next,  in  the  middle  of  a  little  garden,  there  was  a 
well ;  and  we  all  looked  at  this  well  with  its  windlass 
and  two  wooden  supports.  In  spite  of  the  hail  of 
bullets,  the  two  buckets  still  hung  by  the  chain ;  three 
men,  their  faces  towards  the  ground,  and  their  hands 
stretched  out  in  front  of  them,  were  lying  in  the  path 
which  led  to  this  spot ;  they  had  also  wanted  to  drink, 
and  the  Prussians  had  killed  them. 

So  we  all  stood  with  our  guns  beside  us,  looking  at 
the  well.     One  said — 

"  I  would  give  half  my  blood  for  a  glass  of  water." 

Another  said — 

"  Tes,  but  the  Prussians  are  watching." 

It  was  true.  The  Prussians,  a  hundred  paces  from 
Is,  and  perhaps  as  thirsty  as  ourselves,  had  guessed 
vhat  we  thought. 
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That  was  the  cause  of  the  shots  that  were  still  being 
fired ;  whenever  any  one  ventured  forward  along  the 
street,  he  was  fired  at  directly ;  and  thus  each  side 
made  the  other  suffer  terrible  torments. 

This  had  lasted  at  least  half  an  hour,  when  all  at 
ouce  the  cannonade  spread  between  Saint  Am  and  and 
Ligny,  and  all  at  once  we  saw  that  they  were  firing 
canister-shot  at  the  Prussians,  between  the  two  villages, 
for  at  every  discharge  there  were  gaps  cut  in  their 
serried  columns ;  this  new  attack  produced  a  great 
agitation.  Buche,  who  until  this  moment  had  not 
moved,  now  went  by  the  lane  into  the  garden,  and  ran 
to  the  well ;  he  stood  behind  the  raised  margin,  and  the 
two  houses  opposite  opened  fire  upon  him,  so  that  the 
stone  walls  and  the  beams  were  soon  riddled  with  balls. 
But  we,  on  otu*  side,  began  to  fire  at  the  windows,  and 
in  a  moment  the  fusillade  had  begun  again  from  one 
end  of  the  village  to  the  other,  and  the  smoke  floated 
about  everywhere. 

At  this  moment  a  voice  from  below  cried  out — 

"  Joseph !     Joseph  !" 

It  was  Buche  ;  he  had  had  the  courage  to  draw  up 
the  bucket,  to  unhook  it,  and  to  bring  it  back  with  him, 
after  drinking.  Several  of  the  old  soldiers  wanted  to 
take  the  bucket  from  him ;  but  he  called  out — 

"  My  comrade  first !     Let  go,  or  I'll  spill  it  all !" 

They  were  obliged  to  wait  for  me.  I  drank  as  much 
as  I  could,  and  then  the  rest  followed,  and  those  from 
above  came  down  and  drank  till  it  was  all  gone. 

In  this  way  it  was  that  Buche  showed  that  ha 
loved  me.  Then  we  went  up  together  very  well 
pleased. 

I  think  it  must  then  have  been  more  than  sevea 
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o'clock.  The  sun  was  setting.  The  ski  lows  of  the 
louses  we  were  in  lengthened  till  they  reached  to  the 
stream ;  the  houses  occupied  by  the  Prussians  were  lit 
up,  as  well  as  the  ridge  of  Bry,  from  which  fresh  troops 
were  pouring  down  at  the  double.  The  cannonale  had 
never  been  so  heavy  on  our  side  as  now. 

Every  one  knows  now  that  between  seven  and  eight 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  as  night  was  coming  on,  the 
Emperor  found  that  the  column  of  Prussians  which 
had  been  reported  as  being  on  our  rear  was  in  reality 
the  corps  of  General  Erlon  that  had  lost  its  way  be- 
tween the  army  of  Ney,  fighting  against  the  English  at 
Quatre  Bras,  and  ours,  and  that  he  immediately 
ordered  the  Old  G-uard  to  support  us. 

A  lieutenant,  who  was  with  us,  said— 

'•  The  grand  attack  is  coming !     Attention  !" 

All  the  cavalry  of  the  Prussians  was  pressing  for- 
ward between  the  two  villages.  Without  seeing  it,  we 
felt  that  there  was  a  great  movement  behind  us.  The 
lieutenant  repeated — 

"  Attention  to  the  word  of  command  !  ISTo  man  is  to 
remain  behind  after  the  word  of  command  has  been 
given  !     Xow  comes  the  attack !" 

So  we  were  all  on  the  alert. 

The  more  the  night  came  on  the  redder  did  the 
sky  grow  in  the  direction  of  Saint  Am  and.  "We  had 
heard  so  much  cannonading  that  we  no  longer  paid 
attention  to  it,  but  at  every  discharge  it  looked  as  if  the 
sky  were  catching  fire. 

The  uproar  behind  us  increased. 

All  at  once  the  great  street  that  skirts  the  streamlet 
♦vas  full  of  our  troops,  from  the  bridge  to  the  other  end 
of  Ligny.     On  the  left,  and  further  off  still,  the  Prus- 
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sians  were  firing  from  the  windows ;  but  we  no  longer 
answered  their  fire.     Then  rose  the  cry — 
"  The  Guard  !  it's  the  Guard  !" 

I  do  not  know  how  all  that  mass  of  men  passed  the 
muddy  stream ;  it  must  have  been  upon  planks,  for  in 
an  instant  our  troops  were  on  the  left  bank. 

The  great  battery  of  the  Prussians  above  the  ravine, 
between  the  villages,  tore  gaps  in  our  columns ;  but 
these  gaps  closed  up  at  once,  and  our  men  passed  on. 

The  remains  of  our  column  ran  forward  to  the  bridge, 
and  mounted  artillerymen  with  their  pieces  followed  at 
a  gallop. 

Then  we  went  down  also  ;  but  we  had  not  yet  reached 
the  bridge  when  the  cuirassiers  began  to  defile  ;  after 
the  cuirassiers  came  the  dragoons  and  the  mounted 
grenadiers  of  the  Guard.  They  were  advancing  every- 
where, across  and  even  beyond  the  village  j  it  was  like 
a  new  and  innumerable  army. 

Above,  the  massacre  was  beginning  again  ;  this  time 
it  was  a  battle  in  the  open  field.  Night  was  coming  on, 
and  the  Prussian  squares  appeared  in  lines  of  fire  on 
the  ridge. 

We  ran  forward  striding  across  the  dead  and  wounded 
Once  clear  of  the  village  we  saw  what  may  be  called  a 
melee  of  cavalry ;  one  could  see  nothing,  so  to  speak, 
but  white  cuirasses  flashing  through  lines  of  uhlans  ; 
all  were  mingled  together,  and  then  the  cuirassiers 
reformed,  and  rode  off  as  steady  as  a  wall. 

It  was  already  dark,  and  the  clouds  of  smoke  pre- 
vented one  from  seeing  fifty  paces  in  advance.  Tha 
whole  mass  was  moving  onwards  towards  the  mills  ;  the 
clatter  of  the  galloping,  the  cries,  the  words  of  com- 
mand, and  the  distant  file-firing  were  all  mingled  to- 
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gether.  Several  squares  had  been  broken.  Prom 
time  to  time  a  flash  of  fire  showed  a  few  horsemen — 
a  lancer  leaning  forward  on  his  horse's  neck,  a  cuirassier, 
with  his  broad  white  back,  his  helmet,  and  his  waving 
horsehair  plume,  rushing  forward  like  a  cannon-ball,  or 
two  or  three  foot- soldiers  running  amid  the  confusion, 
and  all  passed  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  and  then  the 
mangled  corn-fields  were  lit  up  for  a  quarter  of  a 
second,  with  the  rain  pouring  from  the  sky,  for  a  storm 
had  just  burst,  and  we  could  see  the  wounded  lying 
crushed  under  the  feet  of  the  horses. 

Then  we  ten  or  twelve  men,  the  last  remains  of  the 
company,  standing  by  the  ruined  houses,  with  our  car- 
tridge-boxes almost  empty,  did  not  know  which  way  to 
turn.  Zebedee,  Captain Florentin,  and  Lieutenant Breton- 
ville  had  disappeared,  and  Sergeant  Rabot  commanded 
us.  He  was  an  old  man,  withered,  and  small  in  stature, 
but  as  hard  as  iron.  He  must  have  had  red  hair 
when  he  was  young.  He  winked  his  eye,  and  when- 
ever I  speak  of  him,  I  fancy  I  hear  him  say — 

"  The  battle  is  won  !  Files  to  the  right !  Forward — 
march !" 

Several  asked  leave  to  make  the  soup,  for  after  a 
twelve  hours'  fast  they  began  to  feel  hungry ;  the 
sergeant,  with  his  gun  on  his  shoulder,  walked  down 
the  lane,  laughing  to  himself,  and  saying  in  a  low 
voice — 

"The  soup  !  the  soup  !  Wait  a  little  ;  the  commissa- 
riat waggons  will  be  here  soon." 

We  followed  him  into  the  dark  lane;  towards  th? 
middle  we  saw  a  cuirassier  on  horseback,  with  his  baci 
towards  us.  He  had  received  a  sabre-thrust  in  the 
body,  and  had  taken  refuge  here  *  the  horse  was  leaning 
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against  the  wall  to  prevent  him  from  falling.     As  we 
passed  by,  ho  called  to  us — 

"  Comrades  I" 

Nobody  even  turned  his  head  towards  him.  Twenty 
paces  further  on  was  an  old  building  quite  riddled  with 
holes  from  cannon-shot,  but  with  half  the  straw  roof 
still  undestroyed.  Sergeant  Eabot  chose  this  as  our 
post,  and  we  entered  the  building  in  a  row. 

It  was  as  dark  as  an  oven.  The  sergeant  burnt  some 
priming,  and  then  we  saw  that  it  was  a  kitchen.  The 
hearth  was  on  the  right,  the  staircase  was  on  the  left, 
and  five  or  six  Prussians  and  Frenchmen  stretched  on 
the  ground,  as  white  as  wax,  with  their  eyes  wide  open. 

"  Come,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  there's  our  lodging ; 
let  every  man  make  himself  comfortable;  our  bed- 
felloAvs  won't  give  us  any  kicks." 

As  we  saw  that  we  must  not  count  on  any  distribution 
of  rations,  every  one  unbuckled  his  knapsack  in  silence, 
put  it  on  the  ground  by  the  wall,  and  lay  down  with 
his  head  upon  it.  Firing  could  still  be  heard,  but  very 
far  off,  on  the  ridge.  The  rain  was  falling  in  torrents. 
The  sergeant  pulled  to  the  creaking  door,  and  then 
quietly  lighted  his  pipe  ;  some  of  the  men  were  already 
smoking ;  I  looked  at  him  as  he  stood  smoking  by  the 
little  window,  every  pane  of  which  was  shattered. 

He  was  a  stern  but  just  man.  He  had  three  stripes, 
and  could  read  and  write  ;  he  would  have  been  a  com- 
missioned officer,  because  he  had  been  wounded,  only 
that  his  figure  was  against  him.  At  last  he  too  lay 
down  with  his  head  on  his  knapsack,  and  we  were  al] 
asleep  together. 

We  had  been  sleeping  for  a  long  time,  when  I  was 
startled  by  a  noise.     Some  one  was  hovering  round  the 
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building.  I  leaned  on  my  arm  to  listen,  and  directly 
after  I  heard  some  one  try  to  open  the  door.  Then 
I  could  not  repress  a  cry. 

"  "What  is  it  ?"  asked  the  sergeant. 

And  as  the  footsteps  retreated  at  a  run,  he  said,  as 
he  turned  round  on  his  knapsack — 

"  Aha — the  birds  of  night — be  off,  you  rascals ;  bo 
off,  or  I  will  send  a  bullet  after  you." 

He  did  not  say  anything  more.  For  me,  I  had 
approached  the  window,  and  could  see  all  along  the 
lane  plunderers  searching  the  dead  and  the  wounded. 
They  walked  silently  from  one  to  another.  The  rain 
was  falling  in  torrents  ;  it  was  a  horrible  thing. 

Nevertheless,  I  lay  down  again,  and  was  soon  asleep 
after  the  great  fatigue  I  had  endured. 

At  break  of  day  the  sergeant  was  afoot,  and  cried — ■ 

"Let  us  be  off!" 

We  went  out  of  the  building,  and  marched  up  the 
lane.  The  cuirassier  was  lying  on  the  ground,  and  his 
horse  stood  by  him,  waiting. 

The  sergeant  took  the  horse  by  the  bridle,  and  led  it 
a  hundred  paces  into  the  orchard;  then  he  took  the 
bit  out  of  its  mouth,  and  said — 

"  Go  and  feed ;  they'll  catch  you  again  presently." 
And  the  poor  beast  walked  slowly  away. 

"We  marched  quickly  into  a  footpath  that  ran  parallel 
to  Ligny ;  ploughed  fields  and  some  squares  of  garden 
ground  bordered  this  path.  The  sergeant  looked  round 
as  we  passed  by;  he  stooped  down  to  dig  up  some 
remains  of  carrots  and  turnips.  I  made  haste  to  imitate 
his  example,  while  our  comrades  hurried  on,  without 
turning  their  heads. 

Then  I  saw  what  a  good  thing  it  was  to  know  tha 
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fruits  of  the  earth ;  for  I  found  two  fine  turnips  and  some 
carrots,  which  are  very  good  raw ;  and  I  followed  the 
example  of  the  sergeant,  and  put  them  into  my  shako. 

Then  I  ran  on  to  overtake  the  rest,  who  were  hasten- 
ing towards  the  fires  of  Sombref. 

As  for  the  rest,  I  cannot  attempt  to  depict  to  you  the 
plain  behind  Ligny,  where  our  cuirassiers  and  dragoons 
had  hewn  down  everything  before  them.  All  around 
were  heaps  of  men  and  horses,  the  men  entangled  below, 
dead  or  wounded.  Some  of  them  lifted  up  their  hands 
to  make  signs  to  us ;  and  the  horses  tried  to  get  up, 
and  crushed  the  poor  wretches  more  than  ever,  as  they 
fell  back  again. 

Blood — nothing  but  blood  !  The  track  of  the  cannon- 
balls  and  of  the  canister-shot  was  marked  in  red  lines 
on  the  ridges,  as  in  our  country  the  passage  of  the 
torrents  is  marked  in  the  sand,  at  the  melting  of  the 
snows.  Well,  do  you  wish  me  to  tell  the  truth  ?  The 
fact  is,  that  the  sight  hardly  affected  me  at  all. 

Before  I  went  to  Lutzen,  such  a  spectacle  would  have 
made  me  fall  back  fainting,  I  should  have  thought. 

Do  our  masters  look  upon  men  as  if  they  were  animals  ? 
Did  the  good  God  intend  us  to  be  prey  for  wolves  ? 
Have  we  mothers,  sisters,  friends,  beings  who  love  us, 
on  earth,  and  will  they  not  cry  to  Heaven  for  ven- 
geance ? 

The  strongest  are  always  in  the  right.  The  Emperor 
is  the  strongest,  and  beckons  to  us  to  come  ;  and  in  spite 
of  everything  we  must  come  from  Phalsbourg,  Saverne, 
and  other  places,  and  take  our  ranks,  and  march. 
Whoever  showed  any  signs  of  refusing  would  be  at 
once  shot.  The  marshals,  generals,  officers,  sub-officers, 
and  soldiers,  from  the  first  to  the  last,  have  to  obey  the 
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word  of  command ;  they  dare  not  take  a  step  without 
orders  ;  and  the  other  people  obey  the  army.  It  is 
the  Emperor  who  wills  everything,  who  can  do  every- 
thing, and  who  settles  everything.  "Well,  and  would 
not  Joseph  Bertha  be  a  fool  if  he  thought  that  the 
Emperor  could,  for  once  in  his  life,  be  in  the  wrong  ? 
Is  this  not  contraiy  to  common  sense  ? 

That  is  what  we  all  thought ;  and  if  the  Emperor  had 
kept  his  place,  all  France  would  have  had  the  same  idea 
to  the  present  day. 

I  was  only  glad  of  one  thing — namely,  that  I  had  my 
carrots  and  turnips  ;  for  when  we  passed  behind  the 
bivouacs  to  ask  where  our  battalion  was,  we  learned 
that  no  distribution  of  provisions  had  taken  place ; 
they  had  received  only  a  ration  of  brandy  and  some 
cartridges. 

The  old  soldiers  had  gone  out  foraging  for  something 
to  fill  the  soup-kettles.  The  conscripts,  who  did  not 
yet  know  how  to  manage  during  a  campaign,  and  who 
had  already  eaten  their  bread,  as  will  frequently  happen 
when  one  is  twenty  years  old  and  has  a  good  appetite — 
these  were  obliged  to  make  up  their  minds  to  go  without 
wetting  their  spoons. 

Towards  seven  o'clock  we  at  last  reached  our  bivouac. 
Zebedee  seemed  very  glad  to  see  me.  He  came  out  to 
meet  me,  and  said — 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  Joseph ;  but  what  do 
you  bring  ?  We've  found  a  very  fat  kid,  and  we've 
some  salt,  too,  but  not  a  morsel  of  bread." 

I  showed  him  the  rice  I  had  left,  and  my  carrots  and 
turnips.     He  said  to  me — 

"  That's  fine  ;  we  shall  have  the  best  stew  of  all  the 
battalion." 
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I  wanted  Buche  to  eat  with  us  too ;  and  the  six  men 
of  our  mess  who  had  all  had  the  luck  to  escape  with  a 
few  gunstock  blows  and  scratches,  consented.  The 
drum-major  Padoue  said,  laughing — 

"  Old  soldiers  are  always  old  soldiers ;  they  never 
come  with  empty  hands." 

"We  glanced  aside  at  the  kettle  of  five  conscripts, 
which  was  boiling  near  us  ;  and  seeing  only  rice  in  it, 
we  winked  at  each  other;  for  we  had  a  good  strong 
soup,  which  sent  forth  its  savoury  smell  far  around. 

At  eight  o'clock  we  breakfasted,  with  what  appetite 
may  well  be  imagined.  Not  even  on  my  wedding-day 
had  I  made  a  better  meal ;  and  it's  a  satisfaction  to  me 
still  when  I  think  of  it.  When  age  comes  one  has  no 
longer  the  enthusiasm  of  youth  for  such  things;  but 
they  are  always  agreeable  recollections.  And  this  good 
meal  sustained  us  for  a  long  time  ;  the  poor  conscripts, 
with  their  remnant  of  bread  worked  into  a  paste  by  the 
rain,  were  to  see  hard  times  next  day,  the  18th.  We 
were  destined  to  have  a  very  short  and  a  very  terrible 
campaign.  Well,  all  that  is  past  now;  but  one  does 
not  think  without  emotion  of  these  gi'eat  hardships, 
and  thanks  God  that  one  has  survived  them. 

The  weather  seemed  to  be  clearing  up,  the  sun  was 
beginning  to  shine  again  through  the  clouds.  We  had 
hardly  finished  eating  when  the  rappel  was  beaten  all 
along  the  line. 

Tou  must  know  that  at  this  time  the  Prussians  were 
only  in  the  act  of  withdrawing  their  rear-guard  from 
Sombref,  and  that  it  was  a  question  of  going  in  pursuit 
of  them ;  many  even  said  that  this  ought  to  be  done 
before  anything  else,  and  that  our  light  cavalry  ought 
to  be  sent  far  forward  to  bring  in  prisoners.  But  nobody 
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listened  to  them,  for  the  Emperor  must  know  very  welj 
what  he  was  about. 

I  remember,  however,  that  everybody  was  astonished, 
because  it  is  usual  to  take  advantage  of  victories.  The 
old  soldiers  had  never  seen  a  proceeding  like  this.  It 
was  supposed  that  the  Emperor  meditated  a  grand 
stroke,  or  that  he  had  sent  Ney  to  turn  the  enemy's 
flank,  or  something  of  that  kind. 

Meanwhile  the  roll-call  began,  and  General  Gerard 
came  to  review  the  fourth  corps.  Our  battalion  had 
suffered  most,  because  of  the  three  attacks  in  which  wo 
had  always  been  in  the  front.  We  had  Commandant 
Gcmeau  and  Captain  Vidal  wounded ;  Captains  Grego  ire 
and  Vignot  killed;  seven  lieutenants  and  sub-lieute- 
nants and  three  hundred  and  sixty  men  killed,  wounded, 
or  missing. 

Zebedce  said  that  this  was  worse  than  at  Montmirail, 
and  that  we  certainly  should  be  reinforced  before  we  set 
out. 

Fortunately  the  fourth  battalion,  under  Commandant 
Delong,  arrived  from  Metz  and  took  our  place  in  the 
lino. 

Captain  Florentin,  who  commanded  us,  cried — 

"  Files  to  the  left !"  and  we  went  down  to  the  village 
till  we  came  near  tho  church,  where  a  number  of  carts 
were  standing. 

We  were  told  off  in  detachments  to  superintend  tho 
removal  of  the  wounded.  Some  companies  of  chasseurs 
were  ordered  to  escort  the  convoys  as  far  as  Fleurus, 
because  there  was  no  room  for  them  at  Ligny;  tho 
church  was  already  full  of  these  poor  creatures. 

It  was  not  we  who  picked  out  the  wounded,  but  the 
military  surgeons,  and  some  local  medical  men  who  had 
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been  pressed  into  the  service ;  it  was  too  difficult  to 
recognise  a  great  number  of  these  wounded  men 
among  the  dead.  We  had  only  to  help  place  them  on 
Btraw  pallets  in  the  carts. 

I  was  used  to  this  business  from  the  Lutzen  days.  I 
knew  what  a  man  has  to  suffer  before  he  is  cured  of  a 
bullet-wound,  a  sabre-stroke,  or  a  thrust  such  as  our 
cuirassiers  can  give.  Each  time  I  saw  one  of  these 
poor  wretches  carried  off,  I  praised  the  Lord  that  I  was 
not  reduced  to  that  condition  ;  and  when  I  thought 
that  the  same  thing  might  have  happened  to  me,  I  said 
to  myself — "  You  don't  know  how  many  balls  and 
fragments  of  shell  have  passed  close  by  you ;  if  you 
did,  the  idea  would  make  you  tremble." 

I  was  astonished  that  so  many  of  us  had  escaped  this 
carnage,  which  was  much  worse  than  at  Lutzen,  or  even 
at  Leipsic ;  for  the  battle  had  only  lasted  five  hours, 
and  in  many  places  the  corpses  lay  in  piles  two  or  three 
feet  high.  The  blood  flowed  out  beneath  these  piles  in 
rivulets.  All  the  main  street  through  which  the 
cannonade  passed  was  covered  with  red  mud  —  with 
mud  formed  of  crushed  flesh  and  bones ! 

I  am  obliged  to  tell  this,  that  the  young  people  may 
know  the  truth.  For  me,  I  shall  not  go  out  to  battle 
any  more — I  am  past  the  age,  thank  God !  But  all 
these  young  people,  who  think  of  nothing  but  war, 
instead  of  wanting  to  work  honestly  and  help  their  old 
parents,  ought  to  hear  how  men  are  treated.  Let  them 
think  what  must  be  the  reflections  of  those  unhappy 
wretches  who  have  not  done  their  duty,  as  they  lie  in  a 
street  or  on  the  highway  with  a  limb  shot  off,  and  hear 
the  heavy  cannons  that  weigh  tons  come  rolling  up, 
with  the  well-shod  horses  in  front  prancing  and  neighing 
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That's  the  hour  when  thoy  will  bo  sure  to  think  of 
the  poor  old  people  who  stretched  out  their  arms  ai'tei 
them  in  front  of  tho  little  cottage  in  tho  village,  when 
they  turned  and  went  away,  saying — 

"  I  am  going,  and  I  shall  return  with  a  pair  of 
epaulettes !" 

Yes,  yes  ;  if  they  could  weep  and  ask  pardon  of 
God,  those  poor  fellows,  one  would  seo  their  tears  and 
hear  their  cries.  But  it's  too  late  then.  The  cannon 
and  the  ammunition  waggons,  full  of  cannon-balls  and 
shells,  come  thundering  on ;  they  can  hear  the  bones 
cracking  as  the  train  comes  rushing  up  ;  and  over  their 
bodies  goes  tho  whole  thing,  as  if  they  were  so  much 
mud ! 

"When  one  is  old,  and  has  children  whom  one  loves, 
it  is  a  horrible  thing  to  think  that  misfortunes  like 
these  might  happen  to  them.  One  would  give  one's 
last  shirt  to  save  them  from  having  to  go. 

But  it's  all  of  no  use.  Bad  hearts  are  incorrigible, 
and  good  hearts  do  their  duty.  If  misfortunes  happen 
to  these  latter,  at  least  they  have  their  confidence  in 
God's  goodness  to  console  them.  They  don't  want  to 
kill  their  fellow-creatures  for  the  sake  of  glory;  they 
go  because  they  are  compelled  ;  they  have  nothing  to 
reproach  themselves  with ;  they  are  defending  their 
own  lives,  and  the  blood  that  is  shed  will  not  he  on 
them. 

Well,  I  must  make  an  end  oi  telling  you  about  this 
battle,  and  the  transport  of  the  wounded. 

On  this  occasion  I  saw  sights  that  one  would  hardly 
credit — men  killed  in  the  moment  of  their  greatest  fury, 
whose  horrible  faces  had  not  changed.  They  still  clutched 
their   muskets   and   stood   erect,   propped   up  against 
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walls ;  and  to  look  at  tlicm  you  might  fancy  you  could 
hear  them  cry — 

"  Forward,  bayonets  !     No  quarter !" 

With  this  thought  and  with  this  cry  they  had  been 
summoned  in  a  moment  beforo  God,  who  awaited 
them.     Might  Ho  not  say  to  each  of  them — 

"  I  am  hen: !  Thou  wouldst  kill  thy  brother  ?  Thou 
wilt  have  no  quart  it  '{     Thou  shalt  have  none !" 

I  have  seen  others,  men  half-dead,  strangling  each 
other.  And  you  must  know  that  at  Fleurus  they  were 
obliged  to  separate  the  wounded  French  from  tho 
wounded  Prussians,  because  men  used  to  get  up  from 
their  beds  or  their  trusses  of  straw  to  tear  and  destroy 
one  another. 

Alas  for  war  !  Those  who  wish  for  war  and  make  men 
do  tho  deeds  of  savage  beasts  will  have  a  heavy  account 
to  settle  horeaftor ' 
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CHAPTER   XX. 

The  romoval  of  11  to  wounded  went  on  till  evening. 
But  towards  noon  cries  of  "  Vivo  1'Empereur !"  wero 
hoard  extending  all  along  our  lino  of  bivouacs,  from  tlio 
village  oi'  Bry  as  far  as  Sombrof.  Napoleon  had  left 
Eleu reus  with  his  stall";  ho  was  reviewing  the  army  on 
the  plateau.  The  cries  continued  for  about  an  hour, 
and  then  all  was  silent ;  tho  army  must  havo  been  on 
the  march. 

For  a  long  time  wo  stood  waiting  for  an  order  to  fol- 
low. As  this  order  did  not  come,  Oaptain  Morontin 
at  last  went  to  see  what  was  going  on,  and  came  gallop- 
ing back, crying  out — 

"Beat the  rappel." 

Tho  detachments  of  the  battalion  assembled  quickly, 
and  we  went  up  the  village  at  the  quick  slop.  All  were 
in  motion.  Many  other  regiments  had  not  got  their 
orders,  and  in  the  direction  of  Saint  Amand  all  tho 
streets  were  full  of  soldiers.  Some  companies  who  had 
remained  behind  cut  across  tho  fields,  and  gained  the 
road  on  tho  left,  where  could  bo  seen  a  column  extend- 
ing as  tar  as  the  eye  could  reach,  with  carts  and  ammu- 
nition-waggons and  baggage  of  all  kinds. 

I've  often  thought  that  we  should  have  been  lucky 
that  day  if  we  had  been  left  behind,  like  Gerard's  divi- 
jou  at  iSaint  Amaud,  for  no  one  could  have  reproached 
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us.  As  we  had  received  orders  to  attend  to  the  wounded, 
we  were  in  our  duty;  but  Captain  Morentin  would 
have  thought  himself  dishonoured. 

So  we  marched  forward  in  all  haste.  It  had  begun 
to  rain  again.  We  slipped  about  in  the  mud,  and  night 
was  coming  on.  I  had  never  seen  more  abominable 
weather,  not  even  in  Germany,  during  the  retreat  from 
Leipsic ;  the  rain  fell  as  if  from  a  watering-pot,  and  we 
plodded  on  with  curved  backs,  each  man  with  his  musket 
under  his  arm,  and  the  skirt  of  his  great-coat  over 
the  lock,  so  wet  through  that  had  we  been  crossing  a 
river  we  could  hardly  have  been  in  a  worse  plight. 
And  how  muddy  it  was !  And  then  we  began  to  feel 
the  pangs  of  hunger.  Buche  repeated  to  me  from  time 
to  time — 

"  After  all,  the  sight  of  a  dozen  potatoes  baked  in  the 
ashes  as  at  Harberg  would  be  a  sight  to  rejoice  at. 
We  don't  get  meat  every  day  at  my  place,  but  we  have 
potatoes." 

For  my  part,  I  could  fancy  I  saw  our  little  room  at 
Phalsbourg,  warm  and  snug,  with  the  white  tablecloth 
laid  ;  Father  Goulden  sitting  with  his  plate  before  him, 
and  Catharine  serving  up  the  good  hot  soup,  while  the 
cutlets  smoked  on  the  hearth.  The  sadness  of  my  posi- 
tion overwhelmed  me ;  and  if  wishing  for  death  to  der 
Liver  me  from  all  my  woes  had  been  sufficient  to  make 
me  die,  I  should  have  been  out  of  this  world  a  long 
time  ago. 

The  night  had  come.  The  sky  was  quite  grey.  In 
the  paths  where  one  got  into  the  mud  up  to  the  knees 
it  was  difficult  to  find  the  way ;  but  one  had  only  to  go 
tramping  straight  on  through  the  mud,  and  one  could 
not  well  go  wrong. 
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Between  seven  and  eight  o'clock  we  heard  some- 
thing in  the  distance  like  the  rolling  of  thunder. 
Some  of  our  people  said,  "  It's  a  storm !"  Others  said, 
"  It's  the  cannon !" 

A  number  of  stragglers  were  following  us.  At  eight 
o'clock  we  arrived  at  Quatre-Bras.  Its  two  houses, 
standing  opposite  each  other  at  the  point  where  the  road 
from  Nivelles  to  Namur  crosses  that  from  Brussels  to 
Charleroi,  these  houses  were  crowded  with  wounded 
men.  Here  it  was  that  Marshal  Key  had  given  battle  to 
the  English  to  prevent  them  from  going  to  the  assist- 
ance of  the  Prussians,  by  the  road  along  which  we  had 
just  come.  We  had  only  twenty  thousand  men  against 
forty  thousand,  and  yet  Nicholas  Cloutier,  the  tanner, 
maintains  to  this  day  that  he  ought  to  have  detached 
half  his  force  to  attack  the  Prussians  in  the  rear,  as  if 
he  had  not  quite  enough  to  do  to  stop  the  others.  But 
to  hear  men  like  that  talk,  you  would  think  everything 
was  easy  ;  whereas  if  they  had  to  command,  they'd  bi 
put  to  rout  by  four  men  and  a  corporal. 

Below,  in  the  fields  of  barley  and  oats,  lay  a  great 
number  of  corpses ;  and  it  was  there  that  I  saw  the 
first  red-coats  lying  on  the  plain. 

The  captain  ordered  us  to  halt ;  he  went  alone  into 
the  house  on  the  right.  We  had  been  waiting  for  some 
time  in  the  rain,  when  he  came  out  of  the  door  with  the 
general  of  Donzelot's  division,  who  was  laughing, 
because  we  ought  to  have  followed  Grouchy' s  army  in 
the  direction  of  Nanrur,  and  that  the  want  of  orders  had 
made  us  turn  towards  Quatre-Bras.  But  we  were  now 
commanded  to  continue  our  march  without  stopping. 

I  thought  every  minute  I  must  fall  down  from  ex- 
haustion;  but  matters  became  worse  when  we  haii 
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overtaken  the  baggage,  for  we  had  now  to  march  by 
the  side  of  the  road,  in  the  fields,  and  the  more  wo 
advanced  the  deeper  we  got  into  the  mud,  in  that  fat 
soil. 

Towards  eleven  o'clock  Ave  reached  a  large  village 
called  Genappe,  which  extends  along  both  sides  of  the 
road.  The  block  occasioned  by  waggons,  tumbrils, 
cannon,  and  baggage  compelled  us  to  pass  the  Thy  on 
the  right  by  a  bridge,  and  from  this  point  we  marched 
entirely  in  the  fields,  through  the  corn  crops  and  tho 
growing  hemp,  like  so  many  savages  who  respect 
nothing.  Tho  night  was  so  dark  that  the  mounted 
dragoons,  placed  like  signposts  at  every  two  hundred 
paces,  called  out  to  us — 

"  This  way  !  this  way  !" 

At  midnight  we  came  to  an  angle  in  a  road,  near  a 
kind  of  farm,  thatched  with  straw ;  it  was  full  of  officers 
of  rank.  It  was  not  far  from  the  high  road,  for  wo 
could  hear  the  cavalry,  tho  artillery,  and  carriages  of 
all  kinds  rolling  along,  with  a  murmuring  like  a 
torrent. 

Scarcely  had  tho  captain  entered  the  farm  when 
several  of  us  rushed  into  the  garden,  forcing  our  way 
through  the  hedges.  I  did  as  the  others  did,  and 
pulled  a  handful  of  roots.  Nearly  tho  whole  battalion 
folloAvcd  our  example,  in  spite  of  the  shouts  of  tho 
officers ;  every  one  dug  up  what  he  could  with  his 
bayonet,  and  in  a  couple  of  minutes  there  was  not  a 
root  left  in  the  ground.  The  sergeants  and  corporals 
had  come  across  Avith  us ;  and  Avhen  tho  captain  camo 
back  Ave  had  already  got  into  our  ranks. 

Those  Avho  rob  and  pillage  during  a  campaign  deserve 
to  be  shot  j  but  Avhat  would  you  have  ?     In  the  villages 
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h.  rough,  which  wc  passed  there  was  not  a  f  jurth  part  of 
die  food  requisite  for  such  a  number  of  men.  The 
English  had  already  cleared  them  of  almost  everything. 
We  certainly  had  a  littlo  rice  left,  but  in  rice  without 
meat  there  is  not  much  nourishment.  The  English 
received  beef  and  mutton  from  Brussels ;  they  were 
well  fed,  and  shone  with  health.  But  we  had  como  on 
too  quickly,  and  our  convoys  of  provisions  were  behind 
time ;  and  next  day,  on  which  the  terrible  battle  of 
Waterloo  was  to  be  fought,  we  received  nothing  but  a 
ration  of  brandy. 

At  last,  moving  on  from  there,  we  mounted  a  little 
ridge,  and  in  spite  of  the  rain,  we  could  see  the  bivouacs 
of  the  English.  We  were  made  to  take  up  our  position 
in  a  corn-field,  among  several  regiments  which  we  could 
not  see,  because  we  had  received  orders  to  light  no 
fires,  for  fear  we  should  startle  the  enemy,  if  he  saw  us 
posted  in  line,  and  make  him  continue  his  retreat. 

Now  fancy  to  yourself  men  lying  among  the  corn- 
stalks, under  a  beating  rain,  like  real  Bohemians,  their 
teeth  chattering  with  cold,  thinking  of  massacring  their 
fellow-men,  and  esteeming  themselves  lucky  if  they  had 
a  turnip,  a  carrot,  or  anything  else  to  keep  up  their 
strength  a  little.  Is  that  a  life  for  honest  fellows  ?  Is 
it  for  this  that  Grod  created  us,  and  sent  txs  into  the 
world  ?  Is  it  not  an  abomination  to  think  that  a  king, 
or  an  emperor,  instead  of  looking  after  the  affairs  of  his 
country,  encouraging  commerce,  diffusing  instruction, 
liberty,  and  good  example,  should  reduce  us  to  this  state, 
by  hundreds  of  thousands  ?  I  know  that  this  is  what  is 
called  glory  ;  but  people  are  very  foolish  to  glorify  such 
men ;  to  do  it  one  must  have  lost  all  common  sense, 
and  heart,  and  religion, 
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But  all  these  reflections  did  not  prevent  our  teeth 
from  chattering  as  we  saw  the  English  opposite  to  us, 
wanning  themselves  and  eating  their  fill  around  their 
great  fires,  after  receiving  their  rations  of  beef,  brandy, 
and  tobacco.     I  thought — 

"  Now  we  poor  devils,  drenched  to  the  marrow  of 
our  bones,  shall  be  forced  to  attack  these  men,  who  are 
full  of  confidence  in  their  strength,  and  want  neither 
for  cannon,  or  ammunition,  or  anything  else  ;  who  can 
sleep  with  their  feet  to  the  fire,  and  their  stomachs  well 
filled,  while  we're  lying  in  the  mud." 

All  night  long  I  felt  angry  at  this  sight.  Buche  said 
to  me — 

"I  don't  mind  the  rain,  for  I've  had  to  bear  that 
often  enough  ;  but,  at  any  rate,  I  used  to  have  a  crust 
of  bread,  onions,  and  salt." 

He  was  getting  angry.  For  my  part,  I  felt  mourn- 
ful about  my  fate,  and  said  nothing. 

Between  two  and  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  the 
rain  left  off.  Buche  and  I  sat  back  to  back  on  a  furrow, 
to  warm  ourselves,  and  at  last  I  fell  asleep  from  sheer 
weariness. 

One  thing  that  I  shall  never  forget  is  the  feeling 
when  I  woke  up  at  about  five  o'clock  in  the  morning ; 
the  bells  of  the  villages  were  sounding  for  matins 
across  the  great  plain ;  and,  looking  at  the  trampled 
corn,  and  my  comrades  lying  about  right  and  left,  and 
the  grey  sky  overhead,  the  great  desolation  made  my 
heart  tremble.  The  sound  of  bells  that  came  from 
Planchenoit,  Genappe,  Frichemont,  and  Waterloo,  re- 
minded me  of  Phalsbourg ;  and  I  said  to  myself — 

"  To-day  is  Sunday,  a  day  of  peace  and  rest.  Mons. 
Goulden,  yesterday,  must  have  hung  his  best  coat  over 
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the  chair,  and  a  clean  shirt.  Now  he's  getting  up,  and 
thinking  of  me.  Catharine,  also,  is  getting  up  in  our 
little  room ;  she  sits  down  on  the  bed  and  weeps ;  and 
Aunt  Grethel,  at  Quatre  -Vents,  is  opening  her  shutters, 
and  has  taken  her  prayer-book  out  of  her  wardrobe,  to 
go  to  mass." 

And  I  could  fancy  I  heard  the  bells  of  Dann,  of 
Mittelbronn,  and  of  Bigelberg  sounding  in  the  silence. 
I  pictured  to  myself  that  happy,  quiet  life,  and  I  could 
have  burst  into  tears.  But  the  drums  began  to  beat, 
sounding  dull  and  muffled  in  the  wet  weather,  with  a 
sinister  sound.  Beside  the  highway,  on  the  left,  they 
were  beating  the  assembly,  and  the  cavalry  trumpets 
sounded  the  reveillee.  Men  were  getting  up  and  look- 
ing across  the  corn.  These  three  days  of  marching  and 
fighting,  of  bad  weather  and  want  of  rations,  had  made 
the  men  gloomy.  They  no  longer  talked  as  they  did 
at  Ligny;  every  one  looked  out  and  reflected  on  his 
own  account. 

We  could  also  see  that  it  would  be  a  very  great 
battle,  because  instead  of  having  villages  well  occupied 
in  our  first  line,  which  would  cause  many  separate 
combats,  we  had  here  a  great  raised  plateau,  bare,  and 
occupied  by  the  English ;  behind  their  lines,  at  the 
top  of  the  ridge,  was  the  village  of  Mont  Saint  Jean ; 
and  much  farther  off,  nearly  a  league  and  a  half  away, 
a  great  forest  that  stood  up  against  the  sky. 

Between  the  English  and  ourselves  the  ground  sloped 
gently  downwards,  and  rose  again  in  our  direction; 
but  it  required  one  to  be  accustomed  to  campaigning  to 
see  this  little  valley,  which  became  deeper  towards  the 
right,  and  narrowed  into  the  form  of  a  ravine.  On  the 
slope  of  this  ravine,  on  our  side,  behind  the  hedges, 
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some  poplars  and  other  trees,  and  some  houses  covered 
■with  thatch,  indicated  a  hamlet ;  it  was  Planchenoit. 
In  the  same  direction,  but  much  higher  up,  and  behind 
the  enemy's  left,  a  plain  extended  as  far  as  one  could 
see,  dotted  with  little  villages. 

In  rainy  weather,  after  a  storm,  these  things  are  seen 
more  plainly ;  for  everything  appears  a  dark  blue  on  a 
clear  ground.  One  could  even  distinguish  the  little 
village  of  Saint  Lambert,  at  three  leagues  from  us  on 
the  right. 

On  our  left,  and  behind  the  right  of  the  English, 
were  some  other  little  villages,  whose  names  I  have 
forgotten. 

This  is  what  we  could  see,  at  the  first  glance,  in  the 
wide  country,  full  of  magnificent  harvest-fields,  with 
the  crops  still  in  flower ;  and  each  one  ashed  himself 
why  the  English  were  bere,  and  what  advantage  they 
had  in  defending  this  position.  Then  we  observed  their 
line  more  closely  in  front  of  us,  and  we  saw  that  the 
great  road  along  which  we  had  marched  from  Quatre- 
Bras,  which  leads  to  Brussels,  a  broad  and  well-kept 
road  which  was  even  paved  in  the  middle,  traversed  the 
enemy's  position  about  the  centre  ;  it  was  straight,  and 
we  could  follow  it  with  our  eyes  as  far  as  the  'village  01 
Mont  Saint  Jean,  and  even  farther  still,  to  the  entrance 
of  the  great  forest  of  Soignies.  The  English  evidently 
were  going  to  defend  it  to  prevent  us  from  getting  to 
Brussels. 

Looking  closely,  we  could  see  that  their  line  of  battlp 
curved  a  little  towards  us  on  both  wings,  and  followed  a 
hollow  way  which  cut  the  road  to  Brussels  at  right 
angles.  This  way  was  entirely  hollow  on  the  left  of  the 
road  j  on  the  right  it  was  bordered  by  great  hedges  of 
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holly,  and  by  small  beeches,  such  as  are  frequently 
found  in  this  country.  Behind  it  were  posted  masses 
of  red-coats,  who  were  watching  us  from  their  covered 
way ;  the  front  of  their  ridge  descended  in  a  slope  like 
a  glacis  ;  it  was  very  dangerous  to  look  at. 

And  on  their  wings,  which  spread  out  to  about  three- 
quarters  of  a  league,  were  innumerable  cavalry.  We 
could  also  see  cavalry  above,  in  the  plateau,  in  the  place 
where  the  main  road,  after  passing  the  hill,  descends 
before  rising  again  towards  Mont  Saint  Jean  ;  for  it  was 
very  well  understood  that  there  was  a  hollow  between 
the  position  of  the  English  and  that  village ; — not  very 
deep,  for  the  plumes  of  the  cavalry  could  be  seen,  but 
yet  so  deep  that  great  reserve  forces  could  be  kept  there, 
sheltered  from  our  balls. 

I  had  seen  Weissenfels,  Lutzen,  Leipsic,  and  Ligny  ; 
I  began  to  understand  what  these  things  meant,  why 
men  are  posted  in  one  way  rather  than  in  another  ;  and 
considered  that  these  English  had  posted  themselves 
very  skilfully  on  this  crossway  to  defend  the  main  road, 
and  that  their  keeping  their  reserves  completely 
sheltered  in  the  hollow  showed  that  these  people  had 
great  good  sense. 

For  all  that,  three  things  seemed  to  be  in  our  favour. 
These  English,  with  their  covered  way  and  their  con- 
cealed  reserves,  were  like  in  a  great  fortification.  But 
everybody  knows  that  in  time  of  war  one  immediately 
demolishes  around  strong  places  all  buildings  too  near 
the  ramparts,  to  prevent  the  enemy  from  taking  pos- 
session of  them,  and  sheltering  himself  behind  them. 
"Well,  just  before  their  centre,  along  the  high  road  and 
on  the  slope  of  the  glacis,  was  a  farm  something  like  La 
Eoulette  at  Quatre -Vents,  but  five  or  six  times  as  large. 
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I  could  see  it  very  well  from  the  height  on  which  we 
were.  It  formed  a  great  square.  The  outbuildings, 
the  house,  the  stables,  and  the  barn  formed  a  triangle 
in  the  direction  of  the  English,  and  the  other  part  was 
like  a  triangle  formed  by  a  wall  and  sheds,  towards  us  ; 
there  was  a  court  in  the  interior.  One  part  of  this  wall 
led  to  the  fields  through  a  little  door,  and  the  other  to 
the  road,  by  a  gateway  for  carriages.  The  wall  was 
built  very  strongly  of  brick.  Of  course  the  English 
had  posted  troops  there,  as  in  a  kind  of  half-moon  ;  but 
if  we  had  the  luck  to  carry  it,  we  should  be  quite  close 
to  their  centre,  and  could  hurl  our  attacking  columns 
against  them,  without  keeping  them  long  under  their 
fire. 

That  was  the  best  chance  in  our  favour.  This 
farm  was  called  La  Haye  Sainte,  as  we  afterwards 
heard. 

Further  off,  in  front  of  their  right  wing,  in  a  hollow, 
was  another  farm,  with  a  little  wood  which  we  might 
also  try  to  take.  This  farm  could  not  be  seen  from 
where  I  stood,  but  it  was  no  doubt  much  stronger  than 
La  Haye  Sainte,  as  it  was  covered  by  an  orchard  sur- 
rounded by  walls,  and  by  a  wood  further  off.  The  fire 
from  the  windows  would  command  the  orchard,  the  fire 
from  the  orchard  would  command  the  wood,  and  the 
fire  from  the  wood  would  sweep  the  ridge,  while  tho 
enemy  might  retreat  from  each  in  turn. 

These  things  I  did  not  see  with  my  own.  eyes ;  but 
some  old  soldiers  afterwards  told  me  about  the  attack 
on  this  farm,  which  was  culled  Hougoumont. 

One  ought  to  explain  everything  in  describing  a  battle 
like  this ;  but  the  things  a  man  has  seen  himself  are 
the  chief  thing ;  he  can  say,  "  I  have  seen  these  things. 
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As  for  the  others,  I  only  heard  them  from  honest  people 
who  -would  not  lie  or  deceive  me." 

Lastly,  in  front  of  their  left  wing,  where  the  "Wavra 
road  comes  down,  a  hundred  paces  from  our  ridge,  were 
the  farms  of  Papelotte  and  La  Haye,  occupied  by  the 
Germans,  and  the  little  villages  of  Smohain,  Cheval  de 
Bois,  and  Jean  Loo,  which  I  visited  afterwards,  so  that 
I  could  account  to  myself  for  all  that  happened.  These 
villages  I  saw  plainly  then  ;  but  I  did  not  notice  them 
particularly,  more  especially  as  they  were  beyond  our 
line  of  battle,  on  the  right,  and  that  no  troops  were 
remarked  there. 

So  now  everybody  can  form  an  idea  of  the  position  of 
the  English  in  front  of  us,  of  the  great  road  to  Brussels 
that  traversed  their  position,  the  cross-road  that  covered 
it,  the  plateau  behind,  where  the  reserves  were  posted, 
and  the  three  piles  of  building,  Hougoumont,  La  Haye 
Sainte,  and  Papelotte,  in  front,  strongly  defended. 
Every  one  must  acknowledge  that  it  would  be  very 
difficult  to  take  them. 

I  looked  at  that  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  very 
attentively,  as  a  man  might  do  who  risks  losing  his  life 
or  having  his  bones  broken  in  an  enterprise,  and  who 
wishes  at  least  to  know  if  he  has  any  chance  of  getting 
off. 

Zebedee,  Sergeant  Babot,  Captain  Florentin,  Buche, 
everybody,  in  fact,  on  rising,  threw  a  glance  in  that 
direction,  without  saying  anything.  Then  each  looked 
found  at  the  great  squares  of  infantry,  the  squadrons 
T>f  cuirassiers,  dragoons,  and  chasseurs,  lancers,  and 
others,  encamped  among  the  standing  crops. 

After  that,  nobody  feared  that  the  English  would 
retreat ;  we  lighted  fires  as  much  as  we  wished,  and  the 


244  Waterloo. 

smoke  of  tlie  wet  straw  mounted  up  into  the  air. 
Those  who  had  still  a  little  rice  left  hung  up  then- 
kettles  ;  and  those  who  had  none  looked  on,  and 
thought — 

"  Every  one  has  his  day.  Yesterday  we  had  meat, 
and  laughed  at  the  idea  of  rice  ;  to-day  we  should  be 
glad  to  have  some." 

Towards  eight  o'clock  some  ammunition  waggons 
came  up,  laden  with  cartridges,  and  some  carts  with 
barrels  of  bra,ndy.  Every  soldier  received  a  double 
ration ;  one  might  have  been  content  with  this  and  a 
crust  of  bread ;  but  there  was  no  bread  to  be  had.  Tou 
may  judge  from  that  what  condition  we  were  in.  That's 
all  we  got  that  day  ;  for  immediately  afterwards  great 
manoeuvres  began.  The  regiments  formed  their  brigades, 
and  the  brigades  their  divisions,  and  the  divisions  were 
formed  into  army  corps.  Officers  on  horseback  gal- 
loped to  and  fro  with  orders,  and  everything  was  in 
motion.  Our  battalion  joined  Donzelot's  division ;  the 
other  divisions  had  only  eight  battalions  each,  but  ours 
had  nine. 

I  have  often  heard  our  old  soldiers  repeat  the  order 
of  battle  arranged  by  the  Emperor.  Beille's  corps  was 
on  the  left  of  the  road,  opposite  Hougoumont ;  Erlon's 
on  the  right,  opposite  La  Haye  Sainte ;  Ney,  on  horse- 
back, on  the  high  road,  and  Napoleon  behind,  with  the 
Old  Guard,  the  orderly  squadrons,  the  lancers,  chasseurs, 
&c.  That  is  all  I  understood ;  for  when  they  began  to 
talk  of  the  movement  of  the  eleven  columns,  and  of  the 
distances,  and  began  naming  the  generals  one  aftel 
another,  I  seem  to  be  hearing  of  things  that  I  have  noi 
seen.  I  would,  therefore,  rather  tell  you  simply  what  1 
remember  myself.     Therefore,  first,  at  half-past  eight 
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o'clock,  our  four  divisions  were  ordered  to  move  forward, 
on  the  right  of  the  highway.  We  were  about  eighteen, 
to  twenty  thousand  men,  and  marched  in  two  lines, 
carrying  our  guns  as  we  liked,  and  sinking  up  to  the 
knees  in  the  soft  ground.     Nobody  spoke  a  word. 

Many  people  tell  that  we  were  in  high  spirits,  and 
sang ;  but  that  is  false !  When  men  have  been  marching 
all  night  without  receiving  any  rations,  when  they  have 
slept  with  their  feet  in  the  water,  and  have  been  for- 
bidden to  light  fires,  and  are  going  to  receive  an 
enemy's  fire,  it  takes  away  their  inclination  to  sing.  We 
were  glad  to  drag  our  shoes  out  of  the  holes  into 
which  we  sank  at  every  step ;  the  wet  soon  cooled  our 
legs,  and  the  bravest  and  most  hardened  had  a  weary 
air. 

The  bands  certainly  played  the  regimental  marches, 
and  the  cavalry  trumpets,  the  drums  of  the  infantry, 
the  big  drums  and  trombones,  all  mingled  together, 
made  a  terrible  effect,  as  they  always  do.  It  is  true, 
also,  that  there  could  not  be  a  more  martial  sight 
than  that  presented  by  all  these  thousands  of  men 
marching  swiftly  along  in  good  order,  knapsack  on  back, 
and  gun  on  shoulder ;  the  white  lines  of  cuirassiers  who 
followed  the  red,  brown,  and  yellow  lines  of  dragoons, 
hussars,  and  lancers,  whose  little  swallow- tailed  pennons 
filled  the  air ;  the  cannoneers  in  the  space  between  the 
brigades,  on  horseback  round  their  guns,  which  sank 
into  the  earth  almost  to  the  naves  of  the  wheels ;  all 
this  went  through  the  crops,  not  a  blade  of  which  but 
was  trodden  fiat. 

And  face  to  face  with  us  were  the  English,  in  good 
order,  their  artillerymen  with  lighted  matches  in  their 
hands,  a  spectacle  that  made  you  think  of  many  things, 
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Nor  did  it  rejoice  our  sight,  as  many  have  asserted  ;  for 
people  who  are  fond  of  cannon-shot  are  very  rarely 
found. 

Father  G-oulden  had  told  me  that,  in  his  time,  the 
soldiers  used  to  sing ;  but  that  was  because  they  had 
turned  out  voluntarily,  and  had  not  been  forced  to  go. 
They  fought  to  defend  their  fields,  and  to  maintain  the 
rights  of  man,  which  they  loved  more  than  the  eyes  in 
their  head,  and  it  was  a  very  different  thing  from  being 
killed  to  settle  whether  we  were  to  have  the  old  nobles 
or  new  ones.  For  my  part,  I  never  heard  any  singing 
either  at  Leipsic  or  at  Waterloo. 

We  marched  on,  and  the  music  played  by  order ;  and 
when  it  ceased  there  was  a  great  silence.  Then  we 
were  at  the  head  of  a  little  valley,  at  a  thousand  or 
twelve  hundred  paces  from  the  left  of  the  English. 
We  formed  the  centre  of  our  army;  chasseurs  and 
lancers  were  posted  on  the  right  flank. 

The  distances  were  taken,  the  ranks  were  closed  up, 
and  the  first  brigade  of  the  first  division  made  an 
oblique  movement  on  the  left,  and  took  up  a  position 
across  the  high  road.  Our  battalion  formed  part  of  the 
second  division  ;  thus  we  were  in  the  front  line,  with  a 
single  brigade  of  the  first  before  us.  All  the  cannon 
were  ordered  to  the  front ;  the  pieces  of  the  English 
could  be  seen  opposite  at  the  same  level.  And  for  a 
long  time  other  divisions  kept  coming  up  to  support 
us.  It  seemed  as  if  the  whole  world  were  marching. 
The  old  soldiers  said — 

"  Here  are  Milhaud's  cuirassiers !  Here  are  the 
chasseurs  of  Lefebvre-Desnoettes  !  Yonder  is  Lobau'a 
corps '." 

On  all  sides,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  nothing 
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was  to  be  seen  but  cuirasses,  helmets,  busbies,  sabres, 
lances,  and  rows  of  bayonets. 

"What  a  battle!"  cried  Buche.  "Woe  to  the 
English !" 

And  I  thought  as  he  did — I  thought  that  not  a 
single  Englishman  would  escape.  We  may  truly  be 
said  to  have  had  bad  luck  on  that  day.  But  for  the 
Prussians,  I  think  we  should  have  exterminated  them 
all. 

During  the  two  hours  we  stood  with  our  guns  by  our 
sides  we  had  not  even  time  to  see  half  our  regiments 
and  squadrons ;  new  ones  kept  coming  up.  I  re- 
member that  after  an  hour  there  rose  on  the  left  on  a 
sudden  a  tempest  of  shouts  of  "  Vive  l'Empereur !" 
and  that  these  cries  approached,  and  grew  louder  and 
louder ;  that  we  all  stood  on  tiptoe,  and  stretched  our 
necks ;  that  the  excitement  spread  through  the  ranks  ; 
that  behind  us  the  very  horses  neighed  as  if  they 
wanted  to  cry  out  too,  and  that  suddenly  a  cloud  of 
general  officers  swept  by  us  at  a  gallop.  Napoleon  was 
among  them.  I  think  I  saw  him,  but  I  am  not  sure  of 
it ;  he  rode  so  fast,  and  so  many  men  lifted  their  shakos 
on  the  points  of  their  bayonets,  that  one  had  hardly 
time  to  recognise  his  round  back  and  grey  overcoat 
amid  the  embroidered  uniforms.  The  captain  had  just 
time  to  cry — "  Carry  arms !  Present  arms  !"  and  it 
was  over. 

That's  the  way  one  almost  always  saw  him,  unless 
one  belonged  to  the  Guard. 

When  he  had  passed,  and  the  cries  had  been  taken 
up  on  the  right,  growing  more  and  more  distant,  the 
idea  seized  everybody  that  in  twenty  minutes  the  battle 
would  begin.     But  we  were  kept  waiting  much  longer 
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than  that.  We  began  to  be  impatient ;  the  conscripts 
of  Erlon,  who  had  not  had  our  -work  to  do  the  day 
before,  began  crying  out,  "  Forward !"  when  at  last, 
towards  noon,  the  cannon  began  booming  on  the  left, 
and  a  second  afterwards  the  battalions  opened  fire,  and 
then  file-firing  began.  YVe  could  see  nothing  of  it ;  it 
was  on  the  other  side  of  the  way,  the  attack  on  Hcugou- 
mont. 

Immediately  fresh  cries  of  "  Vive  l'Empereur  !"  were 
raised.  The  cannoneers  of  our  four  divisions  were 
standing  by  their  pieces,  twenty  paces  apart,  all  along 
the  ridge.  At  the  sound  of  the  first  cannon  they  began 
to  load.  I  can  see  them  now,  standing  in  line  putting 
in  the  charge,  ramming  all  together,  then  standing  up 
and  scraping  the  match  on  their  arm ;  they  seemed  to 
move  all  together,  and  it  turned  you  cold  to  look  at 
them.  The  captains  of  the  guns  stood  behind ;  nearly 
all  of  them  were  old  officers,  and  gave  the  command 
as  if  they  were  on  parade  ;  and  when  the  eighty  pieces 
went  off  all  together,  nothing  else  could  be  heard,  and 
the  whole  valley  was  covered  with  smoke. 

After  a  second  or  two  the  calm  clear  voices  of  the  old 
officers  could  be  heard,  through  the  humming  in  one's 
ears,  giving  the  word  of  command  again — ■ 

"  Load — ram  home — aim — fire  !" 

And  this  went  on  without  interruption  for  half  an 
hour.  We  could  no  longer  see  each  other  ;  but  on  the 
other  side  the  English  had  also  opened  fire ;  the  rushing 
of  their  cannon-balls  in  the  air,  the  dull  thud  with 
which  they  struck  the  ground,  and  that  other  noise  in 
the  ranks,  when  muskets  were  shattered  to  pieces,  and 
men  were  hurled  twenty  paces  to  the  rear,  with  every 
bone  smashed,  like  sacks,  or  when  they  sank  down  witij 
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a  leg  or  an  arm  gone,  that  noise  mingled  with  the  deep 
thunder ;  the  massacre  was  beginning. 

Some  cries  of  the  wounded  mingled  in  this  great 
uproar.  We  could  also  hear  horses  neighing  with  a 
piercing  sound ;  it  is  a  terrible  cry,  for  these  animals 
are  naturally  ferocious  ;  they  seem  to  feel  a  certain  joy 
in  carnage,  and  are  hardly  to  be  restrained.  Behind  us, 
more  than  half  a  league  off,  this  tumult  could  be  heard ; 
the  horses  wanted  to  start. 

For  a  long  time  we  had  not  been  able  to  see  anything 
but  the  shadows  of  our  cannoneers  moving  about  in  the 
smoke  at  the  end  of  the  ravine,  when  the  order  came  to 
cease  firing.  And  then  we  heard  the  piercing  voice  of 
the  colonels  of  our  four  divisions  crying — 

"  Form  the  ranks  in  order  of  battle  !" 

All  the  lines  drew  closer  together. 

"  Now  our  turn  is  coming,"  I  said  to  Buche. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  let  us  keep  together." 

The  smoke  of  our  pieces  then  rose  up,  and  we  saw 
the  English,  who  continued  their  fire  all  along  the 
hedges  that  bordered  their  road.  The  first  brigade  of 
Alix's  division  advanced  along  the  road  to  La  Haye 
Sainte.  They  advanced  at  the  quick  step.  I  recog- 
nised behind  them  Marshal  Ney  and  a  few  staff 
officers. 

All  the  winder-1 5  of  the  farmhouse,  tLe  garden,  and 
the  walls  where  holes  had  been  pierced,  all  was  on  fire  ; 
at  every  step  some  men  were  left  behind  lying  on  the 
foad.  ISTey  on  horseback,  in  his  great  cocked  hat,  was 
watching  the  action  in  the  middle  of  the  causeway.  I 
laid  to  Buche — 

"  There's  Marshal  JSTcy ;  the  second  brigade  is  going 
to  support  the  first,  and  we  shall  come  afterwards," 
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But  I  was  mistaken ;  even  at  that  moment  the  first 
battalion  of  the  second  brigade  received  orders  to  march 
in  line,  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the  road,  the  second 
battalion  behind  the  first,  the  third  behind  the  second, 
at  last  the  fourth  as  in  defiling  order. 

There  was  no  time  to  form  us  in  columns  of  attack, 
but  we  made  a  strong  mass  all  the  same ;  we  were 
massed  behind  each  other,  and  between  150  and  200 
men  in  front ;  the  captains  between  the  companies,  the 
commandants  between  the  battalions.  Only  the  balls, 
instead  of  carrying  off  two  men  at  a  time,  carried  off 
eight ;  those  behind  could  not  fire,  because  the  front 
ranks  were  in  the  way,  and  one  saw,  too,  presently  that 
we  could  not  form  square.  It  would  have  been  as  well 
to  have  thought  of  this  beforehand;  but  the  eager 
desire  to  break  the  English  ranks  and  win  the  battle  at 
once  was  too  strong  for  us. 

Our  division  was  made  to  march  in  the  same 
manner ;  in  proportion  as  the  first  battalion  advanced, 
the  second  "  closed  up,"  and  so  on.  As  the  left  were 
to  begin,  I  saw  with  pleasure  that  we  should  be  in  the 
twenty-fifth  rank,  and  that  there  must  be  a  terrible 
slaughter  before  the  enemy  could  reach  us.  The  two 
divisions  on  our  right  formed  equally  in  massive 
columns,  the  columns  being  at  three  hundred  paces 
from  each  other. 

It  was  thus  that  we  descended  into  the  valley,  not- 
withstanding the  fire  of  the  English.  The  heavy 
ground  in  which  we  kept  sinking  retarded  our  march , 
we  shouted  all  together — 

"  Charge  with  the  bayonet !" 

On  ascending  we  received  a  shower  of  balls  over 
the  causeway  to  the  left.     But  for  the  tufta  of  bushes 
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on  our  way  I  think  that  frightful  fusillade  would  have 
stopped  us.  The  drums  beat  to  the  charge,  the  officers 
shouted — 

"  Left,  incline !" 

But  this  terrible  fire  made  us  involuntarily  step  out 
further  with  the  right  leg  than  with  the  left ;  so  that 
when  we  came  near  the  road  that  was  bordered  with 
hedges,  we  had  lost  our  distances,  and  our  division 
formed,  so  to  speak,  a  great  square  with  the  third. 

Then  two  batteries  began  to  sweep  us  down.  The 
grapeshot  that  came  from  among  the  hedges,  a  hundred 
paces  off,  pierced  us  through  and  through.  There  was 
a  general  cry  of  horror,  and  we  rushed  forward  at 
the  batteries,  overturning  the  red-coats  who  tried  to 
stop  us. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  I  had  a  near  view  of  the 
English,  who  are  stout  fellows,  with  fair  skins,  and 
clean  shaven,  like  respectable  citizens.  They  can  fight 
well,  but  we  are  as  good  as  they  !  It's  not  the  fault  of 
us  poor  soldiers  that  they  beat  us,  for  every  one  knows 
that  we  showed  as  much  courage  as  they,  and  more. 

It  has  been  asserted  that  we  were  not  the  soldiers  of 
Austerlitz,  Jena,  Friedland,  and  the  Moskwa.  That's 
true  enough  ;  but  if  those  were  so  good,  they  ought  to 
have  been  better  husbanded ;  we  should  have  been  glad 
enough  to  see  them  in  our  places. 

All  the  shots  of  the  English  told ;  and  this  forced  us 
to  break  our  ranks.  Men  are  not  palisades  ;  and  when 
they  are  shot  down  they  must  defend  themselves. 

A  great  number  had  thus  detached  themselves,  when 
thousands  of  English  rose  up  from  the  midst  of  the  corn- 
crops  and  fired  point  blank  at  them,  which  produced  a 
great  carnage.    Every  moment  new  files  came  to  the 
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assistance  of  their  comrades,  and  we  should  at  last  have 
spread  out  like  an  anthill  on  the  ridge,  if  the  cry  had 
not  been  raised — 

"  Attention !     Receive  cavalry !" 

And  almost  immediately  we  saw  a  mass  of  red 
dragoons  on  grey  horses  sweeping  along  like  the  wind ; 
all  our  men  who  had  straggled  were  sabred  without 
mercy. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  these  dragoons  fell  upon 
our  columns  to  break  them,  for  they  were  too  great  and 
massive  for  that ;  they  came  down  between  our  divisions, 
sabring  right  and  left,  and  pushing  their  horses  against 
the  flanks  of  columns  to  cut  them  in  two,  but  in  this 
they  could  not  succeed ;  nevertheless,  they  killed  a  great 
many  people,  and  threw  us  into  great  disorder. 

This  was  one  of  the  most  terrible  moments  of  my  life. 
As  an  old  soldier  I  was  on  the  right  of  the  battalion ;  I 
had  seen  from  afar  what  these  people  intended  to  do ; 
they  passed  by,  stretching  as  far  forward  as  they  could 
over  their  horses'  necks  to  mow  down  our  ranks ;  their 
strokes  came  down  like  lightning,  and  more  than  twenty 
times  I  thought  my  head  was  off  my  shoulders.  Fortu- 
nately for  me  Sergeant  Eabot  was  next  me,  and  he  it 
was  who  received  the  horrible  deluge  of  blows,  defend- 
ing himself  to  the  death,  and  crying  at  each  stroke — 

"  Cowards  !  cowards  !" 

His  blood  fell  upon  me  like  rain.  At  last  he  sank  down. 
I  had  still  my  gun  loaded,  and  seeing  one  of  the  dra- 
goons marking  me  from  afar,  and  leaning  forward  to 
make  a  thrust  at  me,  I  shot  him  down  point  blank. 
That's  the  only  man  I  saw  fall  before  my  gun. 

The  worst  was  that  at  the  same  moment  their  in- 
fantry, who  had  been  rallied,  began  to  fire  upon  us,  and 
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were  even  bold  enough  to  attack  us  with  the  bayonet. 
The  first  two  lines  were  the  only  ones  who  could  defend 
themselves.  It  was  an  abominable  thing  to  havs 
arranged  us  in  this  fashion. 

Then  the  red  dragoons  came  down  into  the  valley 
pell-mell  with  us. 

Our  division  had  defended  itself  best,  for  we  had 
saved  our  colours,  while  the  others  beside  us  had  lobt 
two  eagles. 

Thus  we  came  floundering  down  through  the  mud, 
among  the  cannon  that  had  been  sent  to  support  us,  and 
whose  teams  had  been  sabred  by  the  dragoons.  Wo 
were  running  in  every  direction,  Buche  and  I  still  keep- 
ing together,  and  it  was  not  till  ten  minutes  afterwards 
that  they  managed  to  rally  us  in  groups  from  all  the 
regiments. 

Those  who  wish  to  take  upon  themselves  to  command 
in  war  ought  always  to  keep  such  examples  as  this  be- 
fore their  eyes,  and  to  consider  well  before  trying  new 
devices.  These  devices  cost  those  dear  who  have  to 
carry  them  out. 

We  looked  behind  us  as  we  paused  to  take  breath, 
and  we  saw  the  red  dragoons  already  riding  up  the 
ridge  to  carry  our  great  battery  of  eight  pieces  ;  but, 
thank  Heaven !  their  turn  had  come  to  be  massacred. 
The  Emperor  had  seen  our  retreat  from  afar,  and  as 
these  dragoons  rode  up,  two  regiments  of  cuirassiers  on 
the  right,  with  a  regiment  of  lancers  on  the  left,  fell  on 
them  in  flank  like  thunder.  Before  one  had  time  to 
look  they  were  upon  them.  We  could  hear  the  blows 
ringing  on  the  cuirasses,  and  the  horses  neighing ;  we 
could  see  the  lances  rising  and  falling  a  hundred  paces 
off,  and  great  sabres  stretched  out,  the  men  leaning  for- 
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ttard  to  thrust  from  beneath,  and  the  enraged  horses 
rearing  up  and  biting  and  neighing  in  a  terrible  manner, 
and  the  men  lying  on  the  ground  beneath  the  horses' 
feet,  trying  to  rise,  and  guarding  their  heads  with  their 
hands. 

What  a  terrible  thing  is  a  battle!     Buche  cried — ■ 

Courage !"     And  as  for  me,  I  felt  the  sweat  running 

from  my  forehead.     Others,  who  had  contusions,  and. 

whose  eyes  were  full  of  blood,  wiped  their  faces  with  a 

ferocious  laugh. 

Within  ten  minutes  seven  hundred  dragoons  were 
disabled  ;  their  grey  horses  were  running  in  every 
direction,  with  their  bits  between  their  teeth.  Some 
hundreds  of  the  dragoons  rode  back  into  their  batteries, 
but  more  than  one  swayed  to  and  fro  in  the  saddle, 
clinging  to  the  mane  of  his  horse.  They  had  seen  that 
it's  not  everything  to  fall  upon  people,  and  that  those 
who  attack  may  receive  a  check  they  don't  expect. 

Of  all  this  horrible  spectacle  the  incident  that  re- 
mained most  plainly  in  my  mind  is  that  our  cuirassiers, 
as  they  came  riding  back,  with  their  long  sabres  red  to 
the  hilt,  were  laughing  among  themselves,  and  that  a 
6ig  captain  with  great  brown  moustache  winked  his  eye 
in  a  comic  way  as  he  rode  past  us,  as  if  to  say  to  us — 

"  Well,  you  saw  it — we  sent  them  back  in  a  hurry." 

Yes,  but  three  thousand  of  our  men  lay  stretched  in 
ike  valley;  and  it  was  not  over,  for  the  companies, 
battalions,  and  brigades  were  rallying ;  in  the  direction 
of  La  Haye  Sainte  the  fusillade  was  kept  up;  and 
further  off,  near  Hougoumont,  the  cannon  was  roaring ; 
all  this  was  only  a  little  beginning,  and  the  officers  were 
saying— 

"  We  have  it  to  do  over  again." 
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One  would  have  thought  that  the  lives  of  men  were 
pf  no  value. 

Well,  it  was  requisite  to  take  La  Haye  Sainte — it  was 
requisite  at  any  price  to  force  the  passage  of  the  great 
main  road  in  the  enemy's  centre,  as  the  gate  of  a 
fortress  is  forced,  in  spite  of  their  fire  from  the  ad- 
vanced posts  and  the  demi-lunes.  We  had  been  repulsed 
the  first  time,  but  the  battle  had  begun,  and  there  was 
no  drawing  back. 

After  the  charge  of  the  cuirassiers,  we  required  time 
to  reform.  At  Hougoumont  the  battle  continued ;  the 
cannon  was  beginning  again  on  our  right ;  two  bat- 
teries had  been  brought  up  to  clear  the  road  behind  La 
Haye  Sainte,  where  the  road  goes  into  the  ridge.  Every 
one  saw  that  the  attach  would  be  in  that  direction. 

We  were  marching  with  shouldered  arms,  when,  to- 
wards three  o'clock,  Buche,  looking  back  on  the  road, 
said  to  me — 

"  Here's  the  Emperor  coming !" 

And  other  men  in  the  ranks  repeated  —  "  Here 
comes  the  Emperor !" 

The  smoke  was  so  thick  that  one  could  hardly  descry, 
on  the  little  height  of  Rossomme,  the  lofty  bearskins 
of  the  Old  Guard.  I  had  also  turned  round  to  look  at 
the  Emperor ;  but  soon  we  recognised  Marshal  Ney, 
with  five  or  six  staff  officers ;  they  came  from  head- 
quarters, and  were  making  towards  us  at  a  gallop, 
across  country.  We  were  standing  with  our  backs  to- 
wards him.  Our  commanders  went  out  to  meet  him, 
and  we  could  hear  them  talking  together,  but  could 
distinguish  nothing  of  what  they  said,  because  of  the 
noise  that  filled  our  ears. 

The  marshal  immediately  rode  to  the  front  of  our 
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tAvo  battalions  and  drew  his  sword.  I  had  not  seen  hini 
so  close  since  the  great  review  at  Aschaffenburg ;  he 
looked  older,  thinner,  and  more  bony,  but  he  was  the 
same  man  still ;  as  he  looked  at  us  with  his  clear  grey 
eyes,  he  seemed  to  take  us  all  in,  and  each  separate  man 
thought  he  was  looking  at  him.  Presently  he  pointed 
with  his  sword  to  La  Haye  Sainte,  and  cried  out  to  us — 

"  We're  going  to  take  that !  Tou  must  act  all  to- 
gether. It's  the  chief  point  of  the  battle.  I  shall  lead 
you  myself.     Battalions  file  to  the  left !" 

We  set  off  at  the  quick  step.  On  the  high  road  wo 
were  made  to  march  in  companies  of  three  lines  ;  I  was 
in  the  second ;  Marshal  Ney  rode  in  front,  with  the 
two  commandants  and  Captain  Florentin ;  he  had  put 
back  his  sword  into  the  sheath.  The  bullets  whistled 
round  us  by  hundreds,  and  the  cannon  roared  in  such 
a  way  in  the  valley  of  Hougoumont  on  the  left,  and  on 
the  right  in  our  rear,  that  it  was  like  the  booming  of  a 
huge  bell,  when  at  last  you  don't  hear  the  separate 
strokes,  but  only  a  huge  humming.  Every  now  and 
then  one  of  our  men  fell,  and  the  rest  went  on  over  his 
body. 

Two  or  three  times  the  marshal  looked  back  to  see  if 
we  marched  in  good  order ;  he  looked  so  cool  and  col- 
lected, that  it  seemed  natural  to  me  not  to  be  afraid ; 
his  countenance  gave  confidence  to  all,  and  every  one 
thought — 

"  Key  is  with  us — the  others  are  dead  men !" 

That's  one  of  the  fallacies  of  human  nature;  for  a 
great  many  of  our  people  fell  on  the  way.  Well,  the 
nearer  we  came  to  the  great  building,  the  more  dis- 
tinctly was  the  sound  of  the  musketry  heard,  amid  the 
roaring  of  the  cannon ;  and  now  we  could  distinctly  see 
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the  flashes  from  the  muskets  fired  out  of  the  windows, 
the  great  roof  dimly  appearing  through  the  smoke,  and 
the  road  strewn  with  great  stones. 

We  marched  along  by  a  hedge.  Behind  the  hedge 
the  fire  of  our  sharpshooters  was  heard ;  for  the  first 
brigade  of  Alix's  division  had  not  quitted  the  orchard. 
When  they  saw  us  defiling  along  the  high  road  they 
raised  a  cry  of  "  Vive  l'Empereur !"  and  as  the  whole 
fire  of  the  Germans  was  then  concentrated  upon  us, 
Marshal  Ney  drew  his  sword,  and  shouted,  in  a  voice 
that  was  heard  a  long  distance  off — 

"  Forward  !" 

Then  we  set  off,  through  the  smoke,  with  two  or 
three  other  officers.  We  all  set  off  running,  our  cart- 
ridge boxes  flapping  to  and  fro  at  our  flanks,  and  our 
guns  held  ready.  In  the  rear,  at  some  distance,  they 
were  beating  the  charge  ;  we  lost  sight  of  the  marshal, 
and  did  not  see  him  again  till  we  got  near  a  barn  that 
separated  the  garden  from  the  road,  when  we  descried 
him  on  horseback  under  the  great  gate.  It  seemed  that 
others  had  already  tried  to  break  down  this  gate,  for 
heaps  of  dead  bodies,  mingled  with  beams  and  paving- 
stones,  were  piled  around  it,  extending  to  the  middle  of 
the  road.  Fire  poured  forth  from  every  hole  in  the 
building,  and  the  thick  smell  of  powder  was  every- 
where. 

"  Break  that  down  for  me !"  cried  the  marshal, 
whose  face  had  completely  changed. 

And  we  all  rushed  forward,  fifteen  and  twenty  at  a 
time,  and  threw  away  our  guns,  and  seized  beams, 
which  we  thrust  against  the  door,  that  creaked  and 
then  sounded  like  thunder.  At  each  blow  one  would 
have  thought  it  must  give  way.     Through  the  cracks 
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one  could  see  paving-stones  on  the  other  side,  piled  up 
to  the  very  top.  The  gate  was  riddled  with  balls.  If 
it  had  fallen,  it  would  have  crushed  us ;  but  fury  made 
us  blind.  We  no  longer  looked  like  men ;  some  had  no 
shakos  on,  others  were  in  tatters,  almost  in  their  shirts, 
and  blood  was  running  on  their  hands,  and  down  their 
legs,  and  amid  the  rolling  of  the  musketry  volleys  of 
grapeshot  came  down  from  the  ridges,  and  the  paving- 
stones  around  us  flew  in  fragments. 

I  looked  round,  but  could  see  neither  Zebedee  nor 
Buche,  nor  any  one  belonging  to  my  company.  The 
marshal  had  also  gone  away.  Our  fury  redoubled; 
and  as  the  beams  swung  to  and  fro,  and  men  became 
mad  with  rage,  when  they  saw  that  the  door  would  not 
give  way,  all  at  once  cries  of  "  Vive  l'Empereur !"  arose 
in  the  courtyard  with  a  terrible  din.  Every  one  then 
understood  that  our  troops  were  in  the  farm,  and  all 
made  haste  to  drop  the  beams  and  snatch  up  their 
guns,  and  leap  into  the  garden  through  the  breaches 
to  see  where  the  others  had  got  in.  It  was  behind  the 
farm,  by  a  door  which  led  into  a  barn.  "We  went  in,  in 
a  row,  like  a  lot  of  wolves.  The  interior  of  this  old 
building,  which  was  full  of  straw,  and  contained  hay- 
lofts and  stables  thatched  with  straw,  looked  like  one  of 
those  nests  full  of  blood  where  the  sparrow-hawk  has 
passed. 

On  a  great  dungheap,  in  the  middle  of  the  courtyard, 
they  were  bayoneting  the  Germans,  Avho  uttered  savage 
cries  and  imprecations. 

I  rushed  through  the  massacre,  haphazard.  I  heartf 
some  one  crying  "  Joseph !  Joseph !"  and  I  looked, 
thinking,  "  It's  Buche  calling  me !"  Then  I  imme- 
diately descried  him  on  the  right,  before  the  door  of 
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a  wood-loft,  holding  his  bayonet  out  to  keep  back  five 
or  six  of  our  men.  At  the  same  time  I  saw  Zebedee  ; 
for  our  company  was  in  this  corner,  and  running  to 
Buche's  assistance,  I  cried  out — 

"  Zebedee !" 

Then  rushing  through  the  crowd,  I  shouted  to 
Buche — ■ 

"What  is  it?" 

"  They  want  to  massacre  my  prisoners !" 

I  placed  myself  by  his  side.  The  others,  in  their 
fury,  were  loading  their  guns  to  kill  us ;  they  were 
voltigeurs  belonging  to  another  battalion.  Zebedee 
came  up  with  several  men  of  our  company,  and  without 
asking  what  was  the  matter,  he  seized  one  of  the  most 
formidable  ones  by  the  throat,  crying  out — 

"  My  name  is  Zebedee,  sergeant  in  the  6th  Light 
Infantry;  after  this  affair,  we'll  have  an  explanation 
together." 

Then  the  others  went  away ;  and  Zebedee  said  to  me — 

"  What's  the  matter,  Joseph  ?" 

I  told  him  that  we  had  some  prisoners ;  and  he 
immediately  became  pale  with  anger  against  us.  But, 
going  into  the  wood-room,  he  saw  an  old  major,  who 
held  out  the  hilt  of  his  sword  to  him  in  silence,  and  a 
soldier,  who  said  in  German — 

"  Spare  my  life,  Frenchman  ! — don't  take  my  life  !" 

At  such  a  moment,  when  the  cries  of  those  who  wevi 
being  killed  still  resounded  through  the  courtyard,  thai, 
moved  one's  heart ;  and  Zebedee  said  to  them — 

"  Good — I  receive  you  as  my  prisoners !" 

He  went  out  again,  and  shut  the  door.     We  did  not 
quit  the  place  till  the  recall  began  to  sound.     Thea 
when  the  men  had  fallen  in  again,  Zebedee  informs* 
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Captain  Florentin  that  we  had  a  major  and  a  soldier  as 
prisoners.  They  were  brought  out,  and  made  to  march 
across  the  courtyard  without  arms,  and  then  were  put 
into  a  room  with  three  or  four  others.  They  were  all 
who  remained  of  the  two  Nassau  battalions  to  whom 
the  defence  of  La  Haye  Sainte  had  been  intrusted. 

While  this  was  going  on,  two  other  Nassau  battalions, 
who  were  coming  up  to  the  assistance  of  their  comrades, 
had  been  massacred  by  our  cuirassiers  outside,  so  that 
at  this  moment  the  victory  was  ours ;  we  were  masters 
of  the  principal  advanced  post  of  the  English,  we  could 
begin  the  grand  attach  on  the  centre,  cut  the  enemy  off 
from  the  road  to  Brussels,  and  force  him  into  the  bad 
roads  in  the  forest  of  Soignies.  We  had  had  a  hard  time, 
but  the  principal  part  of  the  battle  was  done.  At  two 
hundred  paces  from  the  English  line,  well  under  cover, 
we  could  fall  upon  them,  and  without  boasting,  I  think 
that  with  the  bayonet,  and  well  supported  by  our  cavalry, 
we  could  have  pierced  their  line  ;  and  if  we  worked  well, 
we  should  not  want  more  than  an  hour  to  finish  the 
business.  But  while  we  were  still  quite  elated,  and 
while  officers,  drummers,  trumpeters,  and  men,  all  pell- 
mell  among  the  ruins,  thought  only  of  stretching  their 
limbs,  and  taking  breath,  and  rejoicing,  all  at  once  the 
news  spread  that  the  Prussians  were  coming  up  and 
would  attack  us  in  flank,  and  that  we  should  have  two 
battles  to  wage,  one  in  the  front  and  another  on  the 
right ;  and  that  we  ran  a  risk  of  being  eurrounded  by 
forces  twice  as  numerous  as  our' own. 

This  was  terrible  news ;   and  yet    several   senseless 
fellows  said — 

"  So  much  the  better  !     Let  the  Prussians  come  !    We 
shall  crush  them  all  together," 
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But  those  men  who  had  not  lost  their  heads  imme- 
diately understood  how  wrong  we  had  been  not  to  profit 
by  our  victory  at  Ligny,  and  to  let  the  Prussians  go  off 
quietly  during  the  night  without  sending  cavalry  to 
pursue  them,  as  is  always  done.  It  may  be  boldly 
affirmed  that  that  great  fault  was  the  cause  of  our  dis- 
aster at  Waterloo.  The  Emperor  had  certainly,  next  day 
at  noon,  sent  Marshal  Grouchy  with  thirty- two  thotisand 
men  on  the  track  of  the  Prussians,  but  it  was  much  too 
late ;  they  had  had  time  to  rally  during  those  fifteen 
hours,  to  resume  the  offensive,  and  to  communicate 
with  the  English.  It  must  be  remembered  that  on  the 
day  after  Ligny  the  Prussians  had  still  ninety  thousand 
men,  thirty  thousand  of  whom  were  fresh  troops,  and 
two  hundred  and  seventy-five  guns.  With  such  an 
army,  they  could  do  whatever  they  pleased ;  they  could 
even  fight  a  second  battle  against  the  Emperor ;  but 
what  they  liked  bettor  was  to  attack  us  in  flank  while 
we  had  the  English  opposite  us.  It's  so  clear  and 
simple,  that  I  can't  tell  how  people  see  anything  won- 
derful in  it.  Blucher  had  already  played  us  the  same 
trick  at  Leipzig,  and  now  he  was  repeating  it  by  letting 
Grouchy  pursue  him,  a  long  way  behind.  Could 
Grouchy  compel  him  to  come  back  towards  him,  while 
Blucher  wanted  to  go  forward  ?  Could  he  prevent  him 
from  leaving  thirty  or  forty  thousand  men,  to  detain 
the  troops  who  were  pursuing  him,  and  going  with  the 
rest  to  Wellington's  assistance  ? 

Our  only  hope  was  that  an  order  had  been  bent  to 
Grouchy  to  come  back  to  us,  and  that  he  would  come 
in  the  rear  of  the  Prussians  ;  but  the  Emperor  had  sent 
no  such  order. 

You  must  know  that  these  ideas  did  not  occur  to  us 
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simple  soldiers,  but  to  our  officers  and  generals  ;  as  for 
us,  we  knew  nothing ;  we  were  there  like  victims  who 
do  not  suspect  that  their  hour  is  near. 

"Well,  I  have  said  everything  that  I  think ;  and  now 
I  am  going  to  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  battle  as  I  saw  it 
myself,  that  every  one  may  know  as  much  about  it  aa 
I  do. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

Almost  directly  after  the  news  of  the  arrival  of  the 
Prussians,  the  recall  began  to  beat ;  the  battalions  dis- 
entangled themselves,  and  ours,  with  another  belonging 
to  the  Quinot  brigade,  remained  to  guard  La  Haye 
Sainte,  and  all  the  others  marched  off  to  join  the  corps  of 
General  Erlon,  which  was  again  advancing  into  the 
valley,  and  trying  to  outflank  the  English  on  the  left. 

Our  two  battalions  made  haste  to  close  up  the  doors 
and  breaches,  the  best  way  they  could,  with  beams  and 
paving-stones.  Men  were  posted  in  ambuscade  at  all  the 
holes  the  enemy  had  made  in  the  direction  of  the 
orchard  and  of  the  road. 

It  was  over  a  stable,  at  the  corner  of  the  farm,  at 
a  thousand  or  twelve  hundred  paces  from  Hougoumont, 
that  Zebedee,  Buche,  and  I  were  posted  with  the  rest 
of  the  company.  I  can  still  see  before  me  the  row  of 
holes,  at  a  man's  height  from  the  ground,  that  the 
Germans  had  pierced  in  the  wall  to  defend  the  orchard. 
As  we  mounted,  we  looked  through  these  holes  at  our 
line  of  battle,  at  the  great  road  from  Brussels  to  Char- 
leroi,  the  little  farms  of  Belle  Alliance,  Eossomme,  and 
Gros  Caillon,  which  bordered  it,  the  Old  Guard  stand- 
ing with  shouldered  arms  across  the  high  road,  and  the 
staff  on  a  little  acclivity  on  the  left ;  and  further  on,  in 
tho  same  direction,  behind  the  ravine  of  Planchenoit, 
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the  white  smoke  extending  over  -the  trees,  and  con- 
tinually bursting  forth  afresh ;  it  was  the  attack  of  the 
first  Prussian  corps. 

"We  heard  afterwards  that  the  Emperor  had  sent  ten 
thousand  men,  under  the  command  of  Lobau,  to  stop 
them.  The  combat  had  begun ;  but  the  Old  Guard  and 
the  Young  Guard,  Milhaud's  cuirassiers,  those  of  Kel- 
lermann  and  the  chasseurs  of  Lefebvre  Desnoettes — in 
fact,  all  our  magnificent  cavalry — remained  in  position ; 
the  great  and  real  battle  was  still  against  the  English. 

How  many  thoughts  passed  through  one's  mind  at 
this  grand  spectacle,  and  the  immense  plain,  which  the 
Emperor  must  have  seen  with  his  mind,  more  plainly 
than  we  could  see  it  with  our  eyes !  We  should  have 
stayed  there  for  hours  if  Captain  Plorentin  had  not 
suddenly  come  up. 

"  Well,  what  are  you  doing  there  ?"  he  called  out. 
"  Are  you  going  to  defend  the  road  against  the  Guard  ? 
Come,  make  haste — pierce  me  this  wall  on  the  side 
towards  the  enemy." 

Every  one  picked  up  the  hammers  and  pickaxes  the 
Germans  had  left  on  the  floor,  and  we  made  holes  in 
the  wall  of  the  loft.  That  did  not  take  a  quarter  of 
an  hour ;  and  then  we  could  see  the  combat  of  Hougou- 
mont,  the  buildings  on  fire,  the  bombshells  which  burst 
every  moment  among  the  ruins,  the  Scottish  infantry 
soldiers  in  ambush  on  the  road  behind;  and,  on  our 
right,  quite  near  us,  only  two  gunshots  off,  the  English 
drawing  their  first  line  towards  the  centre,  and  posting 
their  cannon  up  higher,  for  our  sharpshooters  were 
beginning  to  dismount  them-  But  the  remainder  of 
their  line  did  not  stir ;  they  had  red  squares  and  black 
squares  like  on  a  chessboard,  some  in  front  of  and  somg 
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behind  the  hollow  way ;  these  squares  were  near  each 
other  at  the  angles ;  to  attack  them,  one  had  to  pass 
through  a  cross  fire ;  their  pieces  remained  in  position 
on  the  margin  of  the  plain ;  further  off,  on  the  bend 
of  the  ridge  of  Mont  Saint  Jean,  their  cavalry  was 
waiting. 

The  position  of  these  English  seemed  to  me  still 
stronger  than  in  the  morning  ;  and  as  already  we  had 
not  succeeded  against  their  left  wing,  as  the  Prussians 
were  attacking  us  in  flank,  the  idea  came  into  my  mind 
for  the  first  time  that  we  were  not  sure  of  winning  the 
battle.  I  pictured  to  myself  our  terrible  rout,  if  unhap- 
pily we  were  to  lose — between  two  armies,  one  in  front, 
and  the  other  on  our  flank — the  second  invasion  that 
would  follow,  the  forced  contributions,  the  sieges  of 
towns,  the  return  of  the  emigrants,  and  their  vengeance. 

I  felt  that  this  thought  was  making  me  turn  quite 
pale. 

The  same  moment,  cries  of  "Vive  l'Empereur !"  rose 
from  thousands  of  voices  behind  us.  Buche  was  near 
me  in  a  corner  of  the  loft;  he  was  crying,  "Vive 
l'Empereur !"  with  our  comrades  ;  and  leaning  over  his 
shoulder,  I  saw  all  our  cavalry  of  the  right  wing — 
namely,  Milhaud's  cuirassiers,  the  lancers  and  chasseurs 
of  the  Guard,  more  than  five  thousand  men,  advancing 
at  the  trot ;  they  were  riding  across  the  high  road,  and 
down  into  the  valley  between  Hougoumont  and  La  Hayo 
Sainte.  I  knew  that  they  were  going  to  attack  the 
English  squares,  and  that  our  fate  was  at  stake. 

The  captains  of  the  English  guns  gave  their  com- 
mands in  such  a  piercing  voice,  that  one  could  hear  them 
through  all  the  tumult  and  the  innumerable  cries  of 
M  Vive  l'Empereur !"     It  was  a  terrible  moment  when 
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our  cuirassiers  passed  down  into  the  valley ;  it  seemed 
to  me  like  a  torrent  at  the  meeting  of  the  snows,  when 
the  sun  shines  upon  millions  of  icicles.  The  horses, 
with  the  great  blue  portmanteaus  behind  their  saddles, 
were  all  stretching  out  together  like  stags,  clattering 
over  the  earth ;  the  trumpets  sounded  fiercely  amid  the 
thundering  din ;  and  as  they  went  by,  the  first  discharge 
of  grapeshot  made  our  old  barn  quiver.  The  wind 
blew  from  Hougoumont  and  filled  all  the  openings  with 
smoke ;  we  bent  forward  to  look  out ;  then  the  second 
and  third  discharge  followed  close  upon  each  other. 

Through  the  smoke  I  could  see  the  English  artillery- 
men abandoning  their  guns,  and  retreating  with  their 
teams ;  and  immediately  our  cuirassiers  were  upon  the 
squares,  whose  fire  burst  out  in  a  zigzag  line  along  the 
ridge.  There  could  be  heard  a  confused  noise,  groans, 
clashing  of  arms,  neighing  of  horses,  and  a  great  dis- 
charge at  intervals  ;  then  came  fresh  cries,  fresh  tumult, 
renewed  groans.  And  in  the  smoke  that  thickened 
about  the  farm,  horses  passed  by  twenties  like  shadows, 
with  manes  erect,  some  of  them  dragging  along  a  horse- 
man with  his  foot  caught  in  the  stirrup. 

This  went  on  for  more  than  an  hour ! 

After  Milhaud's  cuirassiers  came  the  chasseurs  of 
Lefebvre  Desnoettes ;  after  the  lancers,  Eellermann's 
cuirassiers ;  after  these,  the  mounted  grenadiers  of  the 
Guard;  after  the  grenadiers,  the  dragoons.  All  these  men 
rode  up  the  ridge  at  a  trot,  waving  their  sabres  in  the 
air,  and  uttering  cries  of  «'  Vive  l'Empereur !"  that 
pierced  the  sky. 

At  every  fresh  charge  one  would  have  thought  that 
they  must  overturn  everything ;  but  when  the  trumpets 
Bounded  the  rally,  when  they  came  back  at  a  gallop, 
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pursued  by  grapeshot,  to  reform  at  the  end  of  the 
plateau,  there  stood  the  long  red  lines,  immovable  as 
walls,  in  the  smoke. 

These  English  are  good  soldiers.  "We  must  also 
remember  that  they  knew  Blucher  was  coming  to  their 
assistance  with  sixty  thousand  men,  and  naturally  that 
knowledge  gave  them  immense  courage. 

In  spite  of  that,  towards  six  o'clock,  we  had  destroyed 
half  their  squares ;  but  then  the  horses  of  our  cuiras- 
siers, exhausted  by  twenty  charges  in  the  soft  earth 
sodden  by  the  rain,  could  no  longer  advance  among  the 
heaps  of  dead. 

And  night  was  coming  on.  The  great  battle-field 
behind  us  was  getting  empty.  At  last  the  great  plain 
On  which  we  had  encamped  the  night  before  was 
deserted,  and  below  the  Old  Guard  alone  remained 
across  the  road,  with  shouldered  arms  ;  all  were  gone, 
on  the  right  against  the  Prussians,  in  front  against  the 
English.     "We  looked  at  one  another  in  dismay. 

It  was  already  getting  dark,  when  Captain  Florentin 
appeared  at  the  top  of  the  ladder,  with  his  two  hands 
grasping  the  floor  of  the  loft,  and  cried  out  to  us,  in  a 
solemn  voice — 

"  Fusiliers,  the  hour  has  come  to  conquer  or  to 
die !" 

I  remembered  that  these  words  were  in  the  Emperor's 
proclamation,  and  we  all  came  down  in  a  line.  It  was 
not  quite  dark  yet ;  but  the  devastated  courtyard  was 
quite  grey,  and  the  dead  were  already  stiff  on  the  dung- 
heap  and  along  the  walls. 

The  captain  ranged  us  along  the  right  side  of  the 
courtyard,  and  the  commandant  of  the  other  battalion 
posted  his  men  along  the  left  side.    Our  drums  sounded 
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for  the  last  time  in  the  old  building,  and  we  marched 
through  the  little  back  gate  into  the  garden ;  we  had  to 
bend  our  heads  to  get  through. 

Outside,  the  walls  of  the  garden  had  been  swept 
down.  Wounded  men  were  crouching  among  the 
ruins,  one  binding  up  his  head,  another  his  arm  or  his 
leg ;  a  sutler  woman,  with  her  donkey  and  cart,  and 
wearing  a  broad  straw  hat  that  hung  down  over  her 
shoulders,  was  also  crouching  in  a  corner ;  I  don't  know 
what  had  brought  the  unfortunate  creature  to  this  place. 
Several  horses,  exhausted  with  fatigue,  their  heads 
hanging  and  covered  with  dirt  and  blood,  looked  sorry 
jades  indeed. 

"What  a  difference  from  the  morning !  Then  indeed 
the  companies  came  up  with  the  loss  of  half  their  men, 
but  still  they  were  companies.  Now  confusion  was  be- 
ginning to  spread  ;  three  days  had  sufficed  to  reduce  us 
to  the  condition  in  which  we  were  at  Leipzig  after  a 
year's  fighting.  The  remains  of  our  battalion  and  of 
another  were  the  only  ones  who  formed  an  orderly  line ; 
and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  fear  was  spreading  among  us. 

When  men  have  not  eaten  since  the  evening  before, 
when  they  have  been  fighting  all  day  long,  and  when 
at  night,  after  their  strength  is  exhausted,  the  weakness 
of  hunger  seizes  them,  fear  comes  with  it,  and  the  most 
courageous  lose  hope ;  all  our  great  and  disastrous 
retreats  come  from  that. 

And  yet,  in  spite  of  all,  we  were  not  vanquished,  for 
the  cuirassiers  still  kept  their  ground  on  the  plateau ; 
on  all  sides,  amid  the  roaring  of  the  cannon  and  the 
tumult,  one  cry  only  was  heard — 

"  The  Guard  is  coming !" 

All,  yes,  the  Guard  was  coming  !     It  was  coming  at 
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the  end.     We  could  see  from  afar  the  tall  bearskins 
advancing  in  good  order  along  the  high  road. 

Those  who  have  not  seen  the  Guard  advance  on  a 
field  of  battle  will  never  understand  what  confidence 
men  can  have  in  a  picked  corps,  and  the  kind  of  respect 
that  strength  and  courage  inspire.  The  men  of  the 
Old  Guard  were  nearly  all  peasants  of  the  old  pre- 
republican  times,  men  of  at  least  five  feet  six,  French 
measurement,  wiry  and  well-built.  They  had  driven 
the  plough  in  their  time  for  the  convent  and  the 
chateau ;  after  that  they  had  joined  the  levee  en  masse 
of  the  whole  people ;  they  had  gone  to  Germany,  Hol- 
land, Italy,  Egypt,  Poland,  Spain,  and  Russia ;  first 
under  Kleber,  Hoche,  and  Marceau,  and  afterwards 
under  Napoleon,  who  treated  them  well,  and  gave 
them  high  pay.  They  considered  themselves  to  a  cer- 
tain extent  as  the  proprietors  of  a  great  farm  that  they 
must  defend,  and  even  extend  more  and  more.  That 
gave  them  a  certain  standing,  and  it  seemed  as  if  they 
were  defending  their  own  property.  They  no  longer 
knew  their  relations,  their  cousins,  or  the  people  of 
their  districts  ;  they  only  knew  the  Emperor,  who  was 
their  God ;  and  finally,  they  had  adopted  the  King  of 
Rorae  to  inherit  all  with  them,  to  keep  them,  and 
honour  their  old  age.  Never  has  anything  been  seen 
like  it ;  they  were  so  accustomed  to  march,  to  stand  in 
line,  to  charge,  shoot,  and  attack  with  the  bayonet, 
that  they  seemed  to  do  it  all  alone,  just  as  they  wished. 
When  they  advanced  with  shouldered  arms,  with  their 
great  bearskin  hats,  their  white  waistcoats,  and  their 
gaiters,  they  seemed  all  to  look  like  one  another ;  and 
one  could  easily  see  that  it  was  the  Emperor's  right 
arm  coming  forward.     When  it  was  said  in  the  ranks, 


270  Waterloo. 

"  The  Guard  is  going  to  charge,"  it  was  just  the  same 
as  saying,  "  The  battle  is  won !"  But  at  this  moment, 
after  the  great  massacres  and  the  terrible  attacks  that 
had  been  repulsed,  seeing  the  Prussians  falling  on  our 
flank,  men  said  to  one  another- 

"  It's  the  grand  attack !" 

But  each  one  thought — 

"  If  it  fails,  all  is  lost !" 

That's  why  we  all  looked  so  anxiously  at  the  Guard, 
as  it  advanced  along  the  road.  It  was  Ney  again  who 
led  it,  as  he  had  led  the  attack  of  the  cuirassiers.  The 
Emperor  knew  that  no  one  could  lead  the  Guard  better 
than  Key,  only  he  ought  to  have  sent  it  out  an  hour 
earlier,  when  our  cuirassiers  were  among  the  squares  ; 
then  all  would  have  been  won.  But  the  Emperor 
looked  on  his  Guard  as  the  apple  of  his  eye  ;  if  he  had 
had  his  Guard,  five  days  afterwards,  at  Paris,  Lafayette 
and  the  rest  would  not  have  remained  long  in  their 
chamber  to  turn  him  out ;  but  then  he  had  it  no  longer  ! 

That  is  why  he  had  waited  so  long  before  sending  it 
out.  He  hoped  that  the  cavalry  with  Key  would  over- 
turn everything,  or  that  Grouchy's  thirty-two  thousand 
men  would  come  up  at  the  sound  of  the  cannon,  and 
that  he  could  send  these  out  instead  of  his  Guard ; 
because  one  can  always  replace  thirty  or  forty  thousand 
men  by  a  conscription,  whereas  to  get  up  a  Guard  like 
that  one  must  begin  at  twenty-five  years,  and  gain  fifty 
victories ;  and  what  is  best,  and  steadiest,  and  toughest 
of  all  the  army,  is  the  Guard. 

Well,  the  Guard  was  coming  on — we  saw  it.  Ney, 
old  Priant,  and  three  or  four  others  were  marching  in 
front.  We  saw  nothing  else  but  that :  all  the  rest,  the 
roar  of  the  cannon,  the  fusillade,  the  cries  of  the 
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wounded,  everything  was  alike  forgotten.  But  that  did 
not  last  long,  for  the  English  had  also  understood  that 
it  was  the  crowning  attack ;  they  made  haste  to  concen- 
trate all  their  forces  to  receive  it. 

One  would  have  thought  that,  on  our  left,  the  battle- 
field was  empty ;  there  was  no  more  firing,  either 
because  the  ammunition  was  exhausted,  or  because  the 
enemy  was  forming  in  a  new  order.  On  the  right, 
on  the  contrary,  in  the  direction  of  Frichemont,  the 
cannonade  was  redoubled  in  violence ;  the  whole  affair 
seemed  to  have  dragged  in  that  direction,  and  we  dared 
not  say  to  each  other,  "The  Prussians  are  attacking 
us — there's  another  army  coming  to  crush  us !"  No, 
this  idea  appeared  too  horrible;  when  all  at  once  a 
staff  officer  passed  by  like  lightning,  crying— 

"  Grouchy !     Marshal  Grouchy's  coming !" 

It  was  at  the  moment  when  the  four  battalions 
swerved  to  the  right  of  the  high  road,  to  mount  behind 
the  orchard  and  begin  the  attack. 

How  many  times  during  the  last  fifty  years  have  I 
not  pictured  to  myself  this  attack  during  the  night,  and 
how  many  times  have  I  not  heard  it  described  by 
others  !  To  hear  these  stories  one  would  suppose  the 
Guard  was  alone,  that  it  advanced  like  a  wall,  and  alone 
endured  the  enemy's  fire.  But  all  this  occurred  in  the 
midst  of  the  greatest  confusion ;  this  terrible  attack  was 
delivered  by  our  whole  army  j  all  the  remains  of  the  left 
wing  and  of  the  centre  took  part  in  it ;  all  that  remained 
of  the  cavalry  that  had  been  exhausted  by  six  hours  of 
fighting;  all  who  could  still  stand  upright,  and  lift  their 
arms.  The  infantry  of  Eeille  concentrated  on  the  left ; 
we  were  around  La  Haye  Sainte,  and  that  was  all  that 
remained,  and  would  not  be  massacred. 
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Let  no  one  say  that  we  were  struck  with  panic  terror, 
and  wanted  to  run  like  cowards,  for  it's  not  true. 
When  the  rumour  went  that  Grouchy  was  coming,  the 
very  wounded  rose  and  took  their  places  in  the  ranks. 
One  would  have  thought  that  a  breeze  was  blowing 
that  made  dead  men  march  ;  all  the  wretches  lying  be- 
hind La  Haye  Sainte,  with  bandaged  heads  or  arms  and 
legs,  their  clothes  in  rags  and  covered  with  blood,  all 
who  could  put  one  foot  before  the  other,  joined  the 
Guard,  who  passed  out  beyond  the  breaches  in  the  last 
garden,  and  every  man  bit  his  last  cartridge. 

The  drums  beat  the  charge,  and  our  cannon  had 
begun  to  thunder  again.  On  the  ridge  all  was  silent. 
Lines  of  English  cannon  stood  abandoned,  and  one 
would  have  thought  our  enemies  were  gone.  It  was  not 
until  the  bearskins  began  to  show  over  the  plateau  that 
five  or  six  volleys  of  grapeshot  announced  to  us  that 
they  were  waiting  for  us. 

Then  it  was  clear  that  these  English,  Germans,  Bel- 
gians, and  Hanoverians,  all  these  people  whom  we  had 
been  sabring  and  massacring  since  the  morning,  had 
reformed  at  the  back,  and  that  we  must  charge  through 
them.  Many  wounded  men  retired  then,  and  the  Guard, 
on  whom  fell  the  thick  of  the  hail  of  bullets,  advanced 
almost  alone — alone  through  the  grapeshot  and  musket- 
balls,  overturning  everything,  but  it  drew  closer  and  closer 
together,  and  diminished  visibly.  After  twenty  minutes 
all  the  mounted  officers  were  on  foot ;  it  stopped  before 
a  musketry  fire  of  such  a  horrible  kind  that  we  ourselves, 
two  hundred  paces  in  the  rear,  could  not  hear  our  own 
guns  go  off,  and  our  muskets  seemed  to  be  flashing  in 
the  pan. 

In  the  end  all  this  mass  of  enemies,  on  the  right  and 
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on  the  left,  rose  up,  with  cavalry  on  their  flanks,  and 
fell  upon  us.  The  four  battalions  of  the  Guard,  re- 
duced from  three  thousand  men  to  twelve  hundred, 
could  not  support  such  a  charge,  and  gave  ground 
slowly,  and  we  gave  ground  too,  defending  ourselves 
with  our  muskets  and  bayonets. 

We  had  seen  more  terrible  combats,  but  this  was  the 
last.  When  we  reached  the  edge  of  the  plateau  to  go 
down,  all  the  plain  beneath  us,  already  covered  with 
shadows,  was  in  confusion  and  rout;  all  were  scatter- 
ing and  retreating,  some  on  horseback,  some  on  foot ; 
only  one  battalion  of  the  Guard,  drawn  up  in  a  square 
near  the  farm,  and  three  other  battalions  farther  off, 
with  another  square  of  the  Guard,  at  the  cross-road  of 
Planchenoit,  remained  firm  as  castles  amid  an  inunda- 
tion that  swept  off  all  the  rest.  All  were  going  off- 
hussars,  chasseurs,  cuirassiers,  artillery,  infantry,  pell- 
mell  on  the  road,  across  the  fields,  like  an  army  of  bar- 
barians in  flight.  Along  the  ravine  of  Planchenoit  the 
dark  sky  was  lit  up  by  the  firing ;  the  Guard's  square 
still  held  its  own  against  Billow,  and  prevented  him 
from  cutting  us  off  from  the  road ;  but  nearer  to  us 
other  Prussians,  cavalry,  were  rushing  down  into  the 
valley  like  a  stream  pouring  over  its  dam.  Old  Blucher 
had  also  come  up  with  forty  thousand  men ;  he  was 
driving  back  our  right  wing,  and  scattering  it  before 
him. 

What  can  I  tell  you  more  ?  It  was  utter  rout ;  we 
were  surrounded  on  all  sides  ;  the  English  were  driving 
us  down  into  the  valley,  and  in  the  valley  Blucher  was 
coming  up.  Our  generals  and  officers,  the  Emperol 
himself,  had  no  other  resource  but  to  throw  themselves 
into  the  centre  of  the  square ;  and  yet  they  say  that  we 
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poor  unhappy  men  were  seized  with  a  panic  terror. 
Never  was  anything  more  unjust. 

I  was  running  towards  the  farm  with  Buche  and 
five  or  six  comrades ;  shells  were  rolling  and  bursting 
around  us,  and  we  came  up  like  lost  creatures  near  the 
road  where  English  horse  soldiers  were  already  gallop- 
ing along,  calling  out  to  each  other — 

"No  quarter!  no  quarter!" 

At  that  moment  the  square  of  the  Guard  began  to 
retreat.  The  men  fired  in  all  directions  to  keep  off  the 
poor  wretches  who  wanted  to  rush  in ;  only  the  generals 
and  officers  could  escape  that  way. 

What  I  should  never  forget  were  I  to  five  a  thou- 
sand years  is  the  tremendous  confused  cry  that  re- 
sounded through  the  valley  for  more  than  a  league,  and 
in  the  distance  the  grenadiers'  call  was  being  beaten,  like 
the  tocsin  sounding  in  the  midst  of  a  conflagration ; 
but  it  was  even  more  terrible  than  that ;  it  was  the  last 
appeal  of  France,  of  a  proud  and  courageous  people  ;  it 
was  the  voice  of  the  country  calling,  "  Help  me,  my 
children — I  die !"  No,  I  cannot  paint  that  for  you ! 
That  rolling  of  the  drums  of  the  Old  Guard  in  the  midst 
of  our  disaster  was  at  once  moving  and  terrible !  I 
sobbed  like  a  child ;  Buche  was  dragging  me  away,  and 
I  cried  out  to  him — 

"  John,  leave  me  alone !  We  are  lost !  we  have  lost  all !" 

The  thought  of  Catharine,  of  Mons.  Goulden,  of 
Phalsbourg,  did  not  come  into  my  head.  What  I 
wonder  at,  even  now,  is  that  we  were  not  massacred  a 
hundred  times  on  that  road,  along  which  files  of  Eng- 
lish and  Prussians  were  passing.  Perhaps  they  took 
us  for  Germans  ;  perhaps  they  were  running  after  the 
Emperor,  for  every  one  hoped  to  catch  him. 
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Opposite  the  little  farm  of  Eossomme  we  had  to  turn 
into  the  fields  on  the  right ;  it  "was  there  that  the  last 
square  of  the  Guard  still  sustained  the  attack  of  th« 
Prussians ;  but  it  did  not  hold  together  long,  for  twenty 
minutes  afterwards  the  enemy  appeared  on  the  road, 
and  the  Prussian  chasseurs  went  out  in  groups  to  stop 
those  who  straggled  or  remained  behind.  One  would 
have  thought  that  the  road  was  a  bridge,  and  that  all 
who  quitted  it  fell  into  a  gulf. 

At  the  descent  of  the  ravine,  behind  the  inn  of  Passes 
Avant,  some  Prussian  hussars  galloped  towards  U8. 
There  were  not  more  than  five  or  six  of  them,  and 
they  cried  out  to  us  to  surrender  ;  but  if  we  had  turned 
up  the  butt-ends  of  our  muskets  in  token  of  yielding, 
they  would  have  sabred  us.  We  pointed  our  muskets 
at  them ;  and  seeing  that  we  were  not  wounded,  they 
rode  off.  This  forced  us  to  get  back  into  the  road, 
along  which  the  shouts  and  tumult  extended  for  at  least 
two  leagues.  Cavalry,  infantry,  artillery,  ambulances, 
baggage,  all  mingled  together  ;  the  men  roaring,  fight- 
ing, weeping,  and  the  horses  neighing.  No,  not  even 
at  Leipzig  have  I  seen  such  a  spectacle  as  that.  The 
moon  was  rising  over  the  wood,  behind  Planchenoit, 
and  shone  down  upon  the  crowd  of  busbies,  bearskins, 
helmets,  sabres,  bayonets,  overturned  tumbrils,  and 
encumbered  cannons ;  the  crush  became  greater  every 
moment ;  plaintive  cries  arose  from  one  end  of  the  line 
to  the  other,  mounting  and  descending  the  ridges,  and 
dying  away  in  the  distance  like  a  wail.  But  saddest  of 
all  were  the  screams  of  women,  those  poor  wretches 
who  follow  armies,  when  they  were  trampled  down,  or 
pushed  down  the  bank  with  their  carts ;  they  uttered 
cries  that  one  could  hear  above  the  enormous  uproar, 
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and  nobody  turned  his  head,  not  a  man  stepped  aside 
to  stretch  forth  his  hand  to  them.  Every  one  for  him- 
self !  I  am  crushing  you  ?  So  much  the  worse  for  you. 
I'm  the  stronger.  You  cry  out  ?  What's  that  to  me  ? 
Stand  off — stand  off !  I'm  on  horseback.  I  shall  hit 
you.  Make  room !  I  only  want  to  get  away  myself. 
The  others  are  doing  the  same  thing.  Boom  for  the 
Emperor — room  for  the  marshal !  The  stronger  tram- 
ples down  the  weaker.  Strength  is  the  only  thing  in 
this  world.  Forward !  forward !  Let  the  cannons  crush 
everything,  so  long  as  they  are  brought  off.  The  can- 
nons can't  get  any  farther.  Then  uncouple  and  cut 
the  traces,  and  flog  the  horses  that  are  carrying  us  off. 
Let  them  keep  on  as  long  as  they  can,  and  then  let 
them  die.  What's  all  the  rest  to  us  ?  If  we  are  not  the 
stronger,  why  our  turn  will  come  to  be  crushed,  and 
+hen  we  shall  cry  out,  and  no  one  will  care  for  our 
cries.  "  Sauve  qui  peut !"  and  "  Yive  l'Empereur  !" 
But  the  Emperor  is  dead. 

Every  one  thought  that  the  Emperor  had  died  with 
the  Old  Guard — that  seemed  a  matter  of  course. 

Prussian  cavalry  soldiers  rode  past  us  in  files,  waving 
their  sabres  in  the  air  and  crying  "  Hurrah !"  They 
looked  as  if  they  were  escorting  us,  and  they  cut  down 
every  man  who  left  the  high  road.  They  took  no 
prisoners,  neither  did  they  attack  the  column  itself; 
some  dropping  shots  were  fired,  to  right  and  left. 
Behind,  a  good  way  off,  we  could  see  a  red  flame  rising 
up  in  the  darkness ;  the  farm  of  Caillon  was  on  fire. 

We  hastened  onward;  hunger,  fatigue,  despaii 
weighed  us  down,  and  we  would  have  liked  to  die  ;  and 
yet  the  hope  of  escape  kept  U3  up.  As  we  walked  onj 
Buche  said  to  me — 
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"Joseph,  keep  yourself  up!  I  will  never  abandon 
you !" 

And  I  answered — 

"  We  will  die  together.  I  can  hold  out  no  longer ; 
it's  too  horrible.     It  would  be  better  to  lie  down." 

"  No !"  he  said,  "  we  must  keep  on.  The  Prussians 
take  no  prisoners.  Look !  they're  cutting  down  every 
one,  as  we  did  at  Ligny." 

So  we  kept  along  the  road,  with  thousands  of  others, 
exhausted  and  downcast;  but,  nevertheless,  turning 
from  time  to  time  in  a  body  to  fire  if  a  Prussian  squadron 
came  too  close.  "We  were  still  the  firmest  and  most 
steady.  Here  and  there  we  came  upon  abandoned 
tumbrils,  cannons,  and  waggons ;  the  ditches  to  right 
and  left  were  full  of  knapsacks,  cartouche-boxes,  guns, 
and  sabres ;  many  had  flung  away  everything  to  get 
away  quicker. 

But  the  most  terrible  thing  of  all  was  to  see  the  great 
ambulance-waggons  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  high 
road  full  of  wounded  men.  The  drivers  had  cut  the 
traces,  and  gone  off  with  the  horses  for  fear  of  being 
made  prisoners.  These  unhappy  people,  half  dead, 
their  arms  hanging  listlessly  down,  who  looked  at  us  as 
we  passed  with  glances  of  despair,  remind  me,  when  I 
think  of  them  to-day,  of  those  tufts  of  straw  and  hay 
that  remain  clinging  to  the  bushes  after  an  inundation, 
when  one  says,  "  There's  the  harvest ;  there's  all  that 
the  storm  has  left  us !"  That's  what  I  have  thoiight 
for  the  last  fifty  years. 

What  caused  me  the  greatest  sorrow,  and  broke  my 
heart  amid  this  disaster,  was  that  I  did  not  see  ona 
man  of  our  battalion  beyond  us  two.  I  thought  to  my. 
self,  "  They  cannot  all  be  dead ;"  and  I  calk-  (  out — 


278  Waterloo. 

"  John,  if  I  could  find  Zebedee  it  would  give  me 
courage." 

But  lie  did  not  reply  to  this  ;  he  only  said — 

"  Let  us  try  to  get  away,  Joseph !  For  me,  if  I  am 
fortunate  enough  to  see  Harberg  again,  I  shall  not 
complain  of  the  potatoes  any  more — no,  no.  God  has 
punished  me.  I  shall  be  glad  enough  to  work,  and  to 
go  into  the  forest  with  the  axe  on  my  shoulder.  If  I 
only  don't  go  back  lame,  and  am  obliged  to  hold  out 
my  hand  for  charity  on  the  high  road  to  live,  as  so 
many  others  have  had  to  do  !  Let  us  try  to  get  away 
with  whole  skins." 

I  thought  that  he  spoke  very  sensibly. 

Towards  half-past  ten  o'clock  we  got  near  Genappe ; 
horrible  cries  were  heard  from  afar.  Great  fires  of 
straw  had  been  lit  in  the  middle  of  the  main  street  to 
light  up  the  confusion,  and  we  could  see  the  houses  and 
streets  so  full  of  people,  horses,  and  baggage  that  one 
could  not  move  a  step  forward.  We  were  well  aware 
that  the  Prussians  might  arrive  at  any  moment ;  that 
they  would  have  cannons,  and  that  it  would  be  better 
for  us  to  pass  round  the  village  than  to  be  made 
prisoners  in  a  body.  Therefore  we  turned  off  to  the 
left,  across  the  corn-fields,  with  very  many  others.  We 
passed  the  Thy,  up  to  our  waists  in  water,  .and  towards 
midnight  we  arrived  at  the  two  houses  of  Quatre-Bras. 

We  had  done  wisely  in  not  entering  Genappe  ;  for  we 
could  already  hear  the  cannon  fired  by  the  Prussians 
against  the  village,  and  the  sound  of  musketry.  A 
dumber  of  fugitives  also  arrived  on  the  road — cuiras- 
siers, lancers,  and  chasseurs — not  one  stopped. 

And  now  hunger  tormented  us  in  a  terrible  way.  We 
could  well  imagine  that  in  these  houses  everything  had 
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been  eaten  up  long  ago ;  but  in  spite  of  that  we  entered 
the  one  on  the  left.  The  floor  was  covered  with  straw, 
on  which  wounded  men  were  lying.  We  had  hardly 
opened  the  door  when  they  all  began  to  cry  out,  and 
truly  the  smell  was  so  bad  that  we  went  out  again 
directly,  and  took  the  way  to  Charleroi. 

The  moon  shone  magnificently.  On  the  right,  among 
the  corn,  we  saw  a  number  of  corpses  that  had  not  been 
buried.  Buche  went  down  into  a  furrow  where  three  or 
four  Englishmen  were  lying,  about  twenty-five  paces 
off,  one  upon  another.  I  wondered  what  he  wanted 
among  the  corpses ;  but  presently  he  came  back  with  a 
tin  bottle,  which  he  held  to  his  ear  and  shook,  and  he 
said  to  me — 

"  Joseph— it's  full !" 

But  before  uncorking  it  he  washed  it  in  a  ditch,  full 
of  water ;  and  then  he  opened  it  and  drank,  saying — 

"  It's  brandy !" 

He  passed  it  to  me,  and  I  drank  too.  I  felt  my  life 
coming  back  to  me ;  and  I  handed  back  the  bottle  to 
him,  still  half  full,  blessing  Heaven  for  the  good  idea  it 
had  given  us. 

We  looked  round  on  all  sides  to  see  if  some  of  the 
dead  might  not  have  some  bread  too.  But  as  the  tumult 
grew  louder,  and  we  were  not  in  force  to  resist  the  attacks 
of  the  Prussians,  if  they  were  to  surround  us,  we  set 
out  again,  full  of  strength  and  courage.  That  brandy 
already  made  us  look  at  things  in  a  better  light.  I 
said — 

"John,  now  the  worst  is  over;  we  shall  see  Phals- 
bourg  and  Harberg  once  more.  We  are  on  a  good  road, 
which  leads  to  France.  H  we  had  won  the  day  we 
should  have  been  obliged  to  go  further,  to  the  furthest 
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part  of  Germany.  We  should  have  had  to  beat  the 
Austrians  and  Russians ;  and  if  we  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  come  out  of  it,  we  should  have  returned  as 
veterans,  with  grey  heads,  to  live  in  garrison  at  Petite 
Pierre  or  somewhere  else." 

Those  were  the  thoughts  that  passed  through  my 
head  ;  they  did  not  prevent  my  pushing  forward  with 
renewed  strength.     And  Buche  said — 

"  The  English  are  very  right  to  carry  these  tin 
bottles.  If  I  had  not  seen  the  metal  shining  in  the 
moonlight,  I  should  have  never  thought  of  going  to  see 
what  it  was." 

While  we  were  thus  talking,  horsemen  rode  by  us 
every  moment.  Their  horses  could  hardly  stand,  but 
by  dint  of  beating  and  spurring,  the  riders  made  them 
trot  somehow.  The  noise  of  the  tumult  afar  off  began 
again,  and  the  firing  ;  but  happily,  we  had  a  good  start. 

It  might  have  been  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and 
we  thought  ourselves  safe,  when  all  at  once  Buche  said 
to  me — 

"  Joseph,  here  are  the  Prussians !" 

And,  looking  behind  me,  I  saw  in  the  moonlight  five 
brown  hussars,  of  the  same  regiment  as  those  who  had 
cut  Klipfel  to  pieces  a  year  before ;  and  that  appeared 
to  me  a  bad  sign. 

"  Is  your  gun  loaded  ?"  I  asked  Buche. 

"Yes." 

"Well,  then,  wait.  We  shall  have  to  defend  our- 
selves.    I  shall  not  yield." 

"  Nor  shall  I,"  said  he.  "  I  would  rather  die  than  be 
led  off  a  prisoner." 

Directly  afterwards  the  Prussian  officer  cried  out  to 
us  in  an  arrogant  voi^e — ■ 
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"  Lay  down  your  arms !" 

And  Buclie,  instead  of  waiting,  like  I  did,  shot  hin. 
through  the  breast. 

Then  the  four  others  rushed  upon  us.  Buche  received 
a  sabre-cut  that  split  his  shako  to  the  peak,  but  he 
killed  the  man  who  had  wounded  him,  with  a  bayonet- 
thrust.  Then  there  were  three  left.  I  had  my  jrun 
loaded,  and  Buche  had  posted  himself  with  his  bacK  tc 
a  walnut-tree ;  each  time  the  Prussians,  who  had  drawn 
back,  began  to  advance,  I  pointed  my  gun  at  them,  and 
none  of  them  liked  to  be  the  first  to  be  killed.  And  as 
we  waited,  Buche  with  his  bayonet  advanced,  and  I 
with  my  gun  at  my  shoulder,  we  heard  a  galloping  on 
the  road;  that  frightened  us,  for  we  thought  it  was 
some  more  Prussians,  but  it  was  some  lancers  of  ours. 
Then  the  hussars  rode  down  into  the  corn-fields  on  the 
right,  and  Buche  made  haste  to  reload  his  gun. 

Our  lancers  passed  by,  and  we  followed  them  at  a 
run.  An  officer  who  was  with  them  told  us  that  the 
Emperor  had  started  for  Paris,  and  that  King  Jerome 
had  taken  the  command  of  the  army. 

Buche  had  the  skin  of  his  head  all  split,  but  the  bone 
was  unharmed ;  the  blood  was  running  down  over  his 
cheeks.  He  bound  up  his  head  with  his  handkerchief; 
and  after  that  we  met  no  more  Prussians. 

At  last,  towards  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when 
we  were  so  tired  that  we  could  hardly  walk  any  further, 
we  saw,  five  or  six  hundred  paces  from  us,  on  the  left 
of  the  road,  a  little  thicket  of  birch-trees,  and  Buche 
said  to  me — 

"  Look,  Joseph,  let  us  go  in  there.  Let  us  lie  down 
and  sleep." 

That  was  the  very  thing  I  wanted  to  do. 
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We  went  down  across  the  corn-fields  to  the  wood, 
and  entered  a  sort  of  copse,  consisting  of  little  trees 
standing  close  together.  Each  of  us  had  kept  his 
knapsack,  gun,  and  cartouche-box.  "We  put  our  knap- 
Backs  on  the  ground  to  serve  us  as  pillows ;  the  day  had 
dawned  long  since,  and  all  the  great  confused  mass  had 
been  passing  along  the  road  for  hours,  when  we  awoke, 
and  quietly  resumed  our  march. 
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CHAPTEE  XXIL 

A  geeat  number  of  our  comrades  and  of  wounded 
men  remained  at  Gosselies ;  but  the  main  body  con- 
tinued  their  march,  and  towards  nine  o'clock  we  began 
to  descry  in  the  distance  the  steeples  of  Chaiieroi ;  when 
all  at  once  cries,  and  shrieks,  and  musket-shots  were 
heard  in  front  of  us  more  than  half  a  league  off.  The 
whole  immense  column  of  unfortunates  halted,  crying — 

"  The  town  is  shutting  its  gates  !  We  are  stopped 
here." 

Dismay  and  despair  were  pictured  on  every  face.  But 
a  moment  afterwards  a  rumour  spread  that  a  convoy  of 
prisoners  was  coming,  and  that  they  would  not  distri- 
bute the  food.  Then  dismay  gave  way  to  fury,  and  all 
along  the  road  there  arose  one  great  cry — 

"  Let  us  fall  on  them !  Let  us  knock  down  the 
rascals  who  starve  us !     We  are  betrayed  !" 

The  niost  cowed  and  the  most  exhausted  began  to 
hurry  onward,  raising  their  sabres,  or  loading  their 
guns. 

One  could  see  at  once  that  it  would  be  a  perfect 
butchery  if  the  drivers  and  escorts  did  not  give  in. 
Buche  himself  cried  out — 

"  We  must  massacre  them  all !  We  are  betrayed ! 
Come  on,  Joseph ! — let  us  revenge  ourselves !" 

But  I  held  him  back  by  the  collar,  and  called  out  to 
aim — 
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"  ITo,  John,  no !  We've  had  massacres  enough 
already  !  We've  escaped  from  it  all ;  and  we  must 
not  get  killed  here,  by  Frenchmen.     Come  with  me !" 

He  resisted.  But  at  last  I  pointed  out  to  him  a 
village  on  the  left  of  the  road,  and  said  to  him — 

"  Look !  yonder  is  the  way  to  Harberg,  and  there 
are  houses  like  at  Quatre -Vents.  Let  us  rather 
go  there  and  ask  for  bread.  I  have  money,  and  we 
shall  be  sure  to  get  some.  Come  along  ! — that  will  be 
better  than  attacking  convoys,  like  a  band  of  wolves." 

At  last  he  let  me  drag  him  away.  We  went  across 
the  fields  once  more.  But  for  the  hunger  that  urged 
us  on,  we  should  have  sat  down  by  the  side  of  the  path 
at  every  step.  But  after  half-an-hour  we  arrived,  by 
the  mercy  of  Heaven,  at  a  kind  of  abandoned  farm  ;  the 
windows  were  broken,  the  door  stood  wide  open,  and 
around  were  great  heaps  of  black  earth.  We  went  into 
the  living-room,  crying  out — 
"  Is  there  any  one  here  ?" 

We  knocked  upon  the  furniture  with  our  musket- 
stocks,  but  not  a  soul  answered.     Our  excitement  was 
the  greater  when  we  saw  some  poor  wretches  coming 
up  by  the  same  road  as  ourselves,  and  we  thought — 
"  They  will  come  and  eat  our  bread !" 
Ah,  those    who   have    never    suffered    similar    pri- 
vations   do   not   know  what   a   man's  fury    is.     It   is 
horrible — horrible  !     We  had  already  broken  the  door 
of    a    cabinet    full    of    linen,    and    were    overturning 
evei'ything  with   our   bayonets,  when   an  old  woman 
crawled  out  from  under  a  kitchen  table  which  stood 
before  the   entrance  to  the  cellar.     She  sobbed,  antf 
said — 

"  My  God,  my  God,  have  pity  on  us !' 


i" 
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This  house  had  been  pillaged  at  dawn  of  day.  They 
had  carried  off  the  horses ;  the  man  had  disappeared, 
the  servants  had  run  away.  In  spite  of  our  fury,  the 
sight  of  the  poor  old  woman  made  us  ashamed  of  our- 
selves ;  and  I  said  to  her — 

"  Don't  be  afraid.  We  are  not  monsters.  Only  give 
us  some  bread,  or  we  shall  perish  !" 

She  sat  on  an  old  chair  with  her  withered  hands 
crossed  on  her  knees,  and  said — 

"  I've  nothing  left.  They  have  taken  all — good 
heavens — all — all !" 

Her  grey  hair  hung  down  over  her  cheeks.  I  could 
have  wept  for  her  and  for  ourselves. 

"  Ah,  we  will  go  and  search  for  ourselves !"  I  said  to 
Buche  ;  and  we  went  into  all  the  rooms,  and  then  into 
the  stable.  We  could  see  nothing ;  everything  had 
been  carried  off  or  broken. 

I  was  just  going  out  again,  when  behind  the  old  door, 
in  the  shadow,  I  saw  a  white  object  against  the  wall. 
I  stopped,  and  stretched  out  my  hand.  It  was  a  linen 
bag  with  a  strap,  and  I  undid  it  quickly,  trembling 
with  eagerness. 

Buche  looked  at  me.  The  bag  was  heavy.  I  opened 
it.  There  were  two  great  black  roots,  half  a  loaf  of 
bread  as  dry  and  hard  as  a  stone,  a  great  pair  of  shears 
for  clipping  the  hedges,  and  quite  at  the  bottom  of  the 
bag  some  onions,  and  grey  salt  in  a  paper. 

When  we  saw  that  we  uttered  a  shout ;  the  fear  of 
seeing  the  others  come  made  us  run  out  at  the  back 
very  far,  among  the  rye,  hiding  and  crouching  like 
thieves.  All  our  strength  seemed  to  have  come  back  to 
us,  and  we  sat  down  beside  a  little  rivulet.  Buche  said 
to  me— 
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"  Listen — you'll  give  me  a  share  ?" 

"  Tes,"  I  answered,  "  you  shall  go  halves  in  every- 
thing ;  you  let  me  drink  out  of  your  bottle.  I'll  share 
with  you." 

Then  he  was  satisfied. 

I  cut  the  bread  with  my  sabre,  and  said— 

"  Choose,  John — there's  your  root — here's  half  of  the 
onions,  and  the  salt  shall  be  between  us." 

We  ate  the  bread  without  even  softening  it  in  the 
water ;  we  ate  our  root,  the  onions,  and  the  salt.  We 
should  have  liked  to  go  on  eating  for  ever ;  however, 
we  were  satisfied.  Then  we  knelt  down  beside  the 
rivulet  with  our  hands  in  the  water,  and  drank. 

"  Now  let  us  go,"  said  Buche.  "  We  can  leave  the 
bag  here." 

In  spite  of  the  fatigue  which  bowed  our  legs,  we 
went  away  to  the  left ;  while  on  the  right,  behind  us, 
in  the  direction  of  Charleroi,  the  cries  and  musket-shots 
were  repeated,  and  all  along  the  road  one  could  see  men 
fighting.  But  this  was  far  off.  From  time  to  time  we 
turned  our  heads,  and  Buche  said  to  me — 

"  Joseph,  you  did  well  to  draw  me  away.  But  for  you 
I  might  perhaps  have  been  lying  yonder,  by  the  side  of 
the  road,  killed  by  a  Frenchman.  I  was  too  hungry. 
But  where  shall  we  go  now  ? " 

I  answered — 

"  Follow  me." 

We  soon  passed  through  a  large  and  handsome 
village,  which  had  likewise  been  plundered  and  aban- 
doned. Farther  on,  we  met  some  peasants  who  looked 
at  us  with  distrustful  glances,  and  stood  on  one  side  of 
the  road  to  let  us  pass.  We  must  have  looked  suspicious 
enough,  especially  Buche  with  his  bandaged  head,  and 
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a  week's  beard  on  his  chin,  thick  and  hard  as  the  bristle3 
of  a  wild  boar. 

Towards  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  we  had  already 
recrossed  the  Sambre  on  the  bridge  of  Chatelet ;  but 
as  the  Prussians  were  on  the  road  we  did  not  yet  make 
a  halt  in  this  place.  But  already  I  had  good  confidence 
in  our  escape.     I  thought — 

"  If  the  Prussians  continue  their  pursuit  they  will 
certainly  follow  the  main  body,  to  make  more  prisoners, 
and  pick  up  the  cannons,  ammunition-waggons,  and 
baggage." 

This  is  how  men  were  obliged  to  reason,  who,  three 
days  before,  had  made  the  world  tremble. 

I  remember  that  when  we  arrived,  at  about  three 
o'clock,  at  a  little  village,  we  stopped  in  front  of  a  forge 
to  ask  for  something  to  drink.  Immediately  the 
country  people  surrounded  us,  and  the  smith,  a  great 
swarthy  man,  told  us  to  go  into  the  inn  opposite,  and 
that  he  would  come,  and  we  should  take  a  jug  of  beer 
with  him. 

Of  course  we  were  pleased  at  this,  for  we  were  afraid 
of  being  arrested ;  we  now  saw  that  these  people  were 
on  our  side. 

The  idea  also  came  into  my  head  that  as  I  had  some 
money  left  in  my  bag,  now  might  be  the  time  when  it 
would  be  useful  to  me. 

Accordingly  we  went  into  the  little  inn,  which  was 
one  of  the  poorer  sort,  with  two  windows  looking  on  the 
street,  and  a  round  folding  door,  like  in  our  villages  at 
home.  When  we  had  sat  down  the  room  became  so  full 
»f  people,  men  and  women,  who  came  to  hear  the  news, 
that  we  could  scarcely  breathe. 

Presently  the  smith  came.     He  had  taken  off  his 
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leather  apron  and  put  on  a  blue  frock  ;  and  directly  he 
came  in  we  noticed  that  five  or  six  good  citizens  were 
following  him.  They  were  the  mayor,  the  deputy,  and 
the  municipal  councillors  of  the  place. 

They  sat  down  on  the  benches  opposite  us,  and  caused 
us  to  be  served  with  some  beer,  which  they  relish  in 
this  country.  Buche  having  asked  for  bread,  the  inn- 
keeper's wife  brought  us  the  loaf,  and  a  great  bit  of  beef 
in  a  flat  dish,  and  they  all  said  to  us— 

"  Eat— eat !" 

When  one  or  another  began  to  question  us  about  the 
battle,  the  mayor  or  the  smith  would  interpose,  and 
say— 

"  Let  the  men  finish  their  meal ;  you  can  see  they 
have  come  a  long  distance." 

And  it  was  not  till  we  had  finished  that  they  ques- 
tioned us,  asking  whether  it  was  true  that  the  French 
had  just  lost  a  great  battle.  It  had  at  first  been 
reported  to  them  that  we  were  the  victors,  and  now  a 
rumour  was  spreading  that  we  were  routed. 

We  understood  that  they  had  heard  the  report  of 
Ligny,  and  that  this  had  confused  their  ideas. 

I  felt  ashamed  to  confess  our  utter  rout.  I  looked  at 
Buche,  who  said — 

"  We  have  been  betrayed !  The  traitors  have  divulged 
our  plans  —  the  army  was  full  of  traitors  commis- 
sioned to  cry — '  Sauve  qui  peut !'  How  do  you  suppose 
we  could  help  losing  with  such  things  going  on  ?" 

This  was  the  first  I  heard  of  the  said  treason.  Some 
wounded  men  had  certainly  cried  out  —  "We  are 
betrayed !"  but  I  had  not  taken  any  notice  of  their 
words ;  and  when  Buche  got  us  out  of  the  scrape  in  this 
way  I  was  glad,  and  astonished  too. 
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Then  these  people  became  indignant,  with  us,  against 
the  traitors.  We  had  to  explain  the  battle  and  the 
treason  to  them.  Buche  said  that  the  Prussians  had 
come  up  through  the  treason  of  Marshal  Grouchy. 
This  seemed  to  me  too  strong ;  but  the  peasants,  full  of 
sympathy  as  they  were,  made  us  drink  some  more  beer, 
and  even  gave  us  tobacco  and  pipes ;  and  at  last  I  said 
the  same  as  Buche.  But  afterwards,  when  we  had  gone 
away  from  there,  the  thought  of  our  abominable  false- 
hoods made  me  feel  ashamed  of  myself,  and  I  called 
out — 

"  Do  you  know,  John,  that  the  way  we  told  lies  about 
the  traitors  was  not  right  ?  If  every  one  tells  as  much, 
at  last  we  shall  all  be  traitors,  and  the  Emperor  will  be 
the  only  honest  man.  It's  disgracing  our  country  to 
say  that  we  have  so  many  traitors  among  us.  It's  not 
true." 

"  Bah,  bah !"  he  replied,  "  we  have  been  betrayed ; 
but  for  that  the  English  and  the  Prussians  would  not 
have  made  us  beat  a  retreat." 

And  until  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  we  did  nothing 
but  dispute.  By  that  time  Ave  had  come  to  another 
village,  called  Bouvigny.  We  were  so  tired  that  oui 
legs  were  as  stiff  as  stakes,  and  for  a  long  time  we  had 
to  summon  all  our  courage  to  get  on  at  all. 

We  thought  we  were  now  a  good  way  off  from  the 
Prussians.  As  I  had  money,  we  went  into  an  inn  and 
asked  for  a  bedroom. 

I  took  out  a  piece  of  six  livres,  to  show  that  we  could 
pay.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  change  my  clothes 
next  day,  to  leave  my  gun,  knapsack,  and  cartouche-box 
oeLind  me,  and  make  my  way  home  ;  for  I  considered 
the  war  vas  over,  and  was  glad,  amid  all  the  great  mis- 
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fortunes  that  had  happened,  to  have  got  out  of  the 
business  without  broken  arms  and  legs. 

That  night  Buche  and  I,  installed  in  a  little  room, 
with  a  picture  of  the  Virgin  and  the  child  Jesus  looking 
down  upon  us,  slept  a  most  delicious  sleep. 

Next  day,  instead  of  continuing  our  march,  we  were 
glad  to  remain  sitting  on  good  chairs  in  the  kitchen, 
stretching  our  legs,  and  smoking  our  pipes,  while  we 
watched  the  great  pot  simmering  on  the  fire,  and  we 
said — 

"  Let  us  stay  quietly  here !  By  to-morrow  we  shai. 
be  thoroughly  rested.  We  will  buy  two  pairs  of  linen 
trousers  and  two  blouses;  we  will  cut  a  couple  of 
good  sticks  in  a  hedge,  and  then  go  home  by  short 
stages." 

It  quite  moved  us  to  think  of  these  agreeable  things. 
It  was  from  this  inn,  too,  that  I  wrote  to  Catharine, 
Aunt  Grethel,  and  Mons.  Goulden.  It  was  only  these 
few  words : — 

"  I  am  safe.  Let  us  thank  God !  I  am  coming. 
I  embrace  you  with  all  my  heart  a  thousand  and  a 
thousand  times  ! — Joseph  Bertha." 

While  I  was  writing  this  I  praised  the  Lord ;  but 
many  things  were  to  happen  to  me  before  I  was  to 
mount  our  staircase,  at  the  corner  of  the  Bue  Fouquet, 
opposite  the  Boeuf  Eouge.  When  a  man  has  been 
taken  by  the  conscription,  he  must  not  be  in  a  hurry  to 
write  that  he  is  let  go.  This  happiness  does  not  depend 
on  us,  and  it's  no  use  wishing  to  get  away. 

At  last  my  letter  went  off  to  the  post,  and  all  that 
day  we  remained  at  the  Golden  Sheep. 

After  eating  a  good  supper,  we  went  up  to  bed.  I 
said  to  Buche — 
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"  Well,  Jolin,  it's  better  to  do  what  one  likes  than  to 
bo  obliged  to  answer  the  roll-call." 

We  both  of  us  laughed,  in  spite  of  the  misfortunes 
of  our  country,  without  thinking  of  them,  of  course ; 
for  we  should  have  been  great  rascals  if  we  had  laughed 
at  them. 

For  the  second  time  we  were  sleeping  in  our  comfort- 
able beds,  when  at  one  in  the  morning  we  were  roused 
up  in  a  remarkable  fashion — the  drums  were  beating. 
We  could  hear  marching  all  through  the  village.  I 
pushed  Buche,  who  said — 

"  I  can  hear  it — the  Prussians  are  outside." 

You  can  imagine  our  dismay.  But  a  moment  after- 
wards it  was  much  worse,  for  there  was  a  knocking  at 
the  door  of  the  inn,  which  was  opened,  and  in  two 
seconds  the  great  room  below  was  full  of  people.  They 
came  upstairs.     Buche  and  I  had  got  up.     He  said — 

"  I  shall  defend  myself  if  they  try  to  take  me." 

I  did  not  dare  to  think  about  what  I  should  do. 

We  were  already  nearly  dressed,  and  I  hoped  to  be 
able  to  run  away  in  the  darkness  before  I  was  recog- 
nised, when  blows  were  struck  upon  our  door,  and  a 
voice  cried — 

"  Open !" 

We  were  obliged  to  obey. 

An  infantry  officer  came  in,  wet  through  with  the 
rain,  with  his  great  blue  cloak  clinging  to  his  epaulettes ; 
he  was  followed  by  an  old  sergeant,  who  carried  a  lan- 
tern.    We  saw  at  once  that  they  were  Frenchmen, 

The  officer  said  to  us  sharply — 

"  Where  do  you  come  from  ?" 

"  From  Mont  Saint  Jean,  lieutenant,"  I  replied. 

"  To  what  regiment  do  you  belong  ?" 


292  Waterloo. 

«  To  the  Cth  Light  Infantry." 

He  looked  at  the  number  on  my  shako,  that  lay  on 
the  table,  and  I  noticed  his  at  the  same  moment.  Ho 
also  belonged  to  the  6th  Light  Infantry. 

"  What  battalion  r"  he  asked,  TvTith  a  frown. 

"  The  third." 

Buche,  who  had  turned  quite  pale,  said  nothing.  The 
officer  looked  at  our  guns,  knapsacks,  and  cartouche- 
boxes,  put  away  behind  the  bed  in  a  corner. 

"  You  have  deserted,"  he  said. 

"  No,  lieutenant,  we  went  away  last  of  all,  towards 
eight  o'clock,  from  Mont  Saint  Jean." 

"  Come  down ;  we  shall  see  about  that." 

Accordingly  we  went  down. 

The  officer  followed  us,  and  the  sergeant  marched  on 
before  with  the  lantern. 

The  great  room  below  was  full  of  officers  of  the  12th 
Mounted  Chasseurs  and  of  the  6th  Light  Infantry.  The 
commandant  of  the  4th  battalion  of  the  6th  was  walking 
to  and  fro,  smoking  a  little  wooden  pipe.  All  these 
people  were  wet  through,  and  covered  with  mud. 

The  officer  said  a  few  words  to  the  commandant,  who 
stopped,  and  fixed  his  black  eyes  upon  us.  He  had  a 
hooked  nose,  that  seemed  to  bend  downwards  into  his 
grey  moustache.  He  did  not  look  very  gentle,  and 
immediately  put  five  or  six  questions  to  us  concerning 
our  departure  from  Ligny,  our  route  from  Quatre-Bras, 
uid  the  battle ;  he  winked  his  eyes  and  set  his  lips 
close.  The  others  walked  to  and  fro,  clanking  their 
sabres,  and  paying  no  attention.  At  last  the  com- 
mandant said — 

"  Sergeant,  these  two  men  will  join  the  second  com« 
pany.     You  may  go." 
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Ho  took  up  his  pipe  again  from  the  corner  of  the 
chimney-piece,  and  we  went  out  with  the  sergeant,  very 
glad  to  be  out  of  it  so  cheaply,  for  we  might  have  been 
shut  as  deserters  before  the  enemy.  The  sergeant  led 
us  two  hundred  paces  away,  to  the  end  of  the  village, 
near  a  large  cart-shed.  Fires  had  been  kindled  further 
off  in  the  fields ;  some  men  were  asleep  under  the  shed 
noar  the  stable  doors,  and  the  beams  that  supported  it. 
A  little  fine  rain  was  falling  in  the  street ;  the  puddles 
of  water  trembled  in  the  grey,  blurred  moonlight.  We 
remained  standing  under  a  projecting  roof,  at  the  corner 
of  the  old  house,  thinking  of  our  misfortunes. 

After  an  hour  had  elapsed  the  drums  began  to  beat, 
the  men  shook  the  wisps  of  hay  and  straw  from  their 
coats,  and  we  set  out  again.  It  was  still  dark  night ; 
behind  us  the  hussars  were  sounding  to  boot  and  saddle. 

Between  three  and  four  o'clock,  at  the  dawning  of 
day,  we  saw  a  great  number  of  other  regiments,  cavalry, 
infantry,  and  artillery,  on  the  march  like  ourselves,  by 
different  routes — the  whole  of  Marshal  Grouchy's  corps 
in  retreat !  The  wet  weather,  the  dark  sky,  these  long 
lines  of  men  overwhelmed  with  fatigue,  our  annoyance 
at  being  retaken,  and  the  thought  that  all  our  efforts, 
and  all  the  blood  spilt,  were  only  bringing  about  a 
second  invasion — all  this  made  us  marcb  with  our  heads 
bent ;  nothing  was  heard  but  the  sound  of  our  footsteps 
in  the  mud. 

This  melancholy  had  lasted  a  long  time,  when  a  voice 
said  to  me — 

"  Good  morning,  Joseph." 

I  roused  myself,  and  looked  at  the  man  who  had 
spoken  to  me ;  then  I  recognised  the  son  of  Martin,  the 
turner,  our  neighbour  at  Phalsbourg ;  he  was  a  corporal 
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in  the  Gth,  and  was  marching  with  the  rest,  carrying 
his  gun  as  he  liked.  We  shoot  hands.  It  was  a  real 
consolation  to  me  to  see  a  man  from  my  own  neigh- 
bourhood. 

In  spite  of  the  rain,  which  continued  to  pour  down, 
and  the  great  fatigue,  we  kept  on  talking  of  this  terrible 
campaign.  I  told  him  the  story  of  the  battle  of 
Waterloo;  he  told  me  that  the  4th  battalion,  after 
leaving  Fleurus,  had  marched  upon  Wavre  with  the 
whole  of  Grouchy' s  corps ;  that  during  the  afternoon  of 
the  next  day,  the  18th,  cannonading  had  been  heard  on 
the  left,  and  that  every  one  wanted  to  march  in  that 
direction ;  that  the  officers  were  of  the  same  opinion, 
but  that  the  marshal,  having  received  positive  orders, 
had  continued  his  way  towards  Wavre.  It  was  not  till 
between  six  and  seven  o'clock,  and  when  it  was  certain 
the  Prussians  had  escaped,  that  the  direction  had  been 
changed  towards  the  left  to  join  the  Emperor ;  unfor- 
tunately it  was  too  late,  and  towards  midnight  they  had 
been  obliged  to  take  up  a  position  in  the  fields.  Each 
battalion  had  formed  a  square.  At  three  o'clock  in  the 
morning  the  cannon  of  the  Prussians  had  roused  up  the 
bivouacs,  and  they  had  fired  at  each  other  till  two  in 
the  afternoon,  when  the  order  came  for  them  to  retreat. 
Again  it  was  very  late,  said  Martin,  for  part  of  the 
army  which  had  beaten  that  of  the  Emperor  was 
already  in  our  rear,  and  that  forced  us  to  inarch  all  the 
vest  of  the  day  and  the  following  night,  till  six  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  to  get  clear.  At  six  o'clock  the  batta- 
lion had  taken  up  a  position  near  the  village  of 
Temploux;  at  ten  the  Prussians  came  in  superior 
numbers ;  the  most  vigorous  resistance  had  been  offered 
to  them  to  give  the  artillery  and  baggage  time  to  pass 
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the  bridge  at.  Nanrur.  The  whole  army  corps  had 
successfully  defiled  through  the  town,  except  the  4th 
battalion,  which,  through  the  fault  of  Commandant 
Delong,  had  let  itself  be  turned  to  the  right  of  the  road, 
and  was  obliged  to  throw  itself  into  the  Sambre  to 
avoid  being  cut  in  two.  Several  men  had  been  taken 
prisoners,  and  others  had  been  drowned  in  the  attempt 
to  swim  across  the  river.  This  is  all  that  Martin  could 
tell  me ;  he  had  no  news  from  our  home. 

That  same  day  we  passed  through  Givet;  the 
battalion  bivouacked  near  the  village  of  Hierches,  half 
a  league  further  on.  Next  day,  after  passing  through 
Funiay  and  Eocroy,  we  slept  at  Bourg  Fidele ;  the  23rd 
of  June  at  Blombay ;  the  24th  at  Saulse  Lenoy ;  and 
here  we  heard  of  the  Emperor's  abdication.  The  next 
days  we  slept  at  Vitry,  near  Bheinis,  at  Jonchery,  and 
at  Soissons ;  from  thence  the  battalion  took  the  road 
towards  Villers  Cotterets ;  but  the  enemy  having 
already  got  before  us  we  changed  our  direction  towards 
La  Ferte  Milon,  and  we  bivouacked  at  rJeuckelles,  a 
village  which  had  been  destroyed  by  the  invasion  of 
1814,  and  not  yet  rebuilt. 

We  started  from  this  place  on  the  29th  towards  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  passed  through  Meaux. 
We  were  obliged  to  take  the  route  to  Lagny,  because 
the  Prussians  occupied  that  towards  Claye;  we  con- 
tinued our  march  all  that  day  and  the  following  night. 

On  the  30th,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  we  were 
•at  the  bridge  of  St.  Maur.  The  same  day,  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  we  had  passed  Paris  on  the 
outside,  and  bivouacked  at  a  place  rich  in  all  sorts  of 
productions,  and  called  Vaugirard,  on  the  road  to 
Versailles.    The  first  of  July  we  bivouacked  near  a 
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beautiful  place  called  Meudon.  One  could  see  by  tlia 
gardens,  the  orchards  surrounded  with  walls,  the  great 
size  of  the  houses,  and  their  well-kept  appearance,  that 
Ave  were  in  the  environs  of  the  most  beautiful  city  in 
the  world ;  and  yet  we  were  living  in  the  midst  of 
misery  and  danger,  and  our  hearts  bled  within  us.  The 
people  were  kind,  and  loved  the  soldiers ;  they  called 
us  defenders  of  our  country,  and  the  poorest  would 
have  been  ready  to  fight  by  our  side. 

The  first  of  July  we  marched  out  of  our  position  at 
eleven  o'clock  at  night  to  go  to  Saint  Cloud,  which  con- 
sists of  palace  upon  palace,  garden  upon  garden,  great 
trees  and  magnificent  avenues — everything  beautiful 
that  can  be  imagined.  At  six  o'clock  we  went  away 
from  Saint  Cloud  to  go  back  and  take  up  a  position  at 
Vaugirard.  Terrible  rumours  were  running  through 
the  town.  The  Emperor  had  gone  away  to  Eochefort. 
People  said — 

"  The  King  of  Home  is  coming  back.  Louis  XVIII. 
is  on  his  way." 

Nothing  was  known  in  this  town,  where  everything 
ought  to  have  been  known  at  once. 

At  Vaugirard  the  enemy  advanced  to  attack  us  at 
about  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  in  the  environs  of 
the  village  of  Issy.  We  fought  till  midnight  for  our 
capital.  The  people  helped  us,  and  carried  off  our 
wounded  under  the  fire  of  the  Prussians;  and  the 
women  had  pity  on  us. 

It  is  impossible  to  say  what  we  suffered  at  being 
brought  to  this.  I  have  seen  even  Buche  shed  tears, 
because  we  were  in  a  manner  dishonoured.  I  should 
have  been  glad  to  be  spared  the  sight  of  that.  Twelve 
days  before  I  had  not  pictured  to  myself  France  as  it 
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was.  When  I  saw  Paris,  with  its  steeples  and  its 
innumerable  palaces,  extending  as  far  as  the  horizon,  I 
thought — 

"  This  is  France !  This  is  what  our  ancestors  ha"ve 
been  heaping  up  for  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  years. 
What  a  misfortune  to  think  that  the  Prussians  and 
English  should  get  so  far  as  this !'' 

At  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  we  attacked  the 
Prussians  with  fresh  fury,  and  we  took  back  the  positions 
that  had  been  lost  the  day  before.  Then  it  was  that 
our  generals  came  and  announced  a  suspension  of 
hostilities  to  us.  These  things  occurred  on  the  third  of 
July,  1815.  We  thought  that  this  suspension  of 
hostilities  was  ordered  to  announce  to  the  enemy  that 
if  he  did  not  retire  France  would  rise,  as  it  had  done  in 
1792,  and  crush  him!  We  had  similar  ideas;  and  I, 
seeing  that  the  people  backed  us,  remembered  the 
general  levies  of  which  Father  Goulden  had  told  me. 

"Unhappily  a  great  many  were  so  tired  of  Napoleon 
and  his  soldiers,  that  they  sacrificed  the  country  itself 
to  be  quit  of  them ;  they  put  all  the  blame  upon  the 
Emperor,  and  said  that  but  for  him  the  others  would 
not  have  had  the  strength  or  the  courage  to  como,  that 
they  had  exhausted  us,  and  that  the  Prussians  them- 
selves would  give  us  more  liberty. 

The  people  talked  like  Mons.  Goulden,  but  had 
neither  arms  nor  cartridges;  pikes  had  been  made  for 
them. 

And  as  we  were  thinking  on  these  things,  the  next 
day  they  announced  the  armistice  to  us,  according  to 
which  the  Prussians  and  the  English  were  to  occupy 
the  barriers  of  Paris,  and  the  French  army  was  to  retii'G 
behind  the  Loire, 
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Then  the  indignation  of  all  honest  men  became  so 
great,  that  anger  made  ns  furious ;  some  broke  their 
muskets,  others  tore  up  their  uniforms,  and  every  ono 
cried  out — 

"  "We  are  betrayed !     "We  are  delivered  up !" 

The  old  officers  stood  there,  pale  as  death.  The  tears 
ran  down  over  their  cheeks.  No  one  could  appease 
us.  "We  had  fallen  to  less  than  nothing — we  were  a 
conquered  people ! 

In  two  thousand  years  they  will  still  be  telling  that 
Paris  was  taken  by  the  Prussians  and  the  English.  It 
is  an  eternal  disgrace ;  but  the  disgrace  does  not  rest 
upon  us. 

The  battalion  started  from  Vaugirard  at  five  in  the 
afternoon,  to  go  and  bivouac  at  Montrouge.  When  we 
saw  that  the  march  towards  the  Loire  was  beginning, 
every  man  said  to  himself — 

"  What  are  we,  then  ?  Are  we  bound  to  obey  the 
Prussians  ?  Because  the  Prussians  want  to  see  us  on 
the  other  bank  of  the  Loire,  are  we  forced  to  obey? 
No,  no ;  this  cannot  go  on.  Since  we  are  betrayed— 
well,  let  us  go.  All  this  no  longer  concerns  us.  We 
have  done  our  duty.     We  will  not  obey  Blucher !" 

And  that  same  evening  the  desertions  began.  All 
the  soldiers  went  off,  some  to  the  right,  some  to  the 
left ;  men  in  blouses  and  poor  old  women  wanted  to 
lead  us  away  into  their  innumerable  streets,  and  to  try 
to  console  us  ;  but  we  did  not  want  consolation.  I  said 
to  Euche— 

'•'  Let  us  leave  all  this — let  us  go  back  to  Phalsbourg 
and  to  Harberg.  Let  us  take  up  our  own  trades  again, 
and  live  like  honest  folks.  If  the  Austrians,  the  Prus- 
sians, or  the  Russians  come  there,  the  mountaineers  and 
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the  townspeople  will  know  how  to  defend  themselves. 
We  shall  not  want  great  battles  to  exterminate  thou- 
sands upon  thousands  of  them.     Forward  !" 

We  were  some  fifteen  Lorrainers  in  the  battalion; 
we  went  away  together  from  Montrouge,  where  the 
headquarters  were,  and  passed  through  Ivry  and 
Bercy,  which  are  very  beautiful  places ;  but  sorrow  pre- 
vented us  from  seeing  a  quarter  of  what  we  ought  to 
have  looked  at.  Some  still  wore  their  uniforms,  others 
only  their  great-coats,  and  others  had  bought  a  blouse. 

Behind  Saint  Mande,  quite  near  a  wood,  where  one 
sees  high  towers  on  the  left,  and  which  they  told  us 
was  called  Vincennes,  we  at  last  found  the  road  to 
Strasbourg.  It  was  on  the  morning  of  the  6th,  and 
from  this  place  we  regularly  made  our  twelve  leagues 
a  day. 

On  the  8th  of  July  we  already  knew  that  Louis  XVIII. 
was  coming  home,  and  that  Monseigneur  the  Count  of 
Artois  would  save  his  soiil.  All  the  carriages,  post- 
chaises,  and  diligences  already  displayed  the  white  flag. 
In  all  the  villages  through  which  we  passed  they  were 
singing  the  Te  Deum.  The  mayors  and  deputies  praised 
and  glorified  the  Lord  for  the  return  of  Louis  the  Well- 
beloved. 

Some  vagabonds,  when  they  saw  lis  pass  by,  called  us 
Bonapartists,  and  even  set  their  dogs  at  us.  But  I 
would  rather  not  speak  of  that,  as  such  people  are  a 
disgrace  to  human  nature.  We  only  answered  by  looks 
of  contempt,  which  rendered  them  still  more  insolent 
and  furious.  Many  of  us  lifted  up  our  sticks  as  if  to 
say— 

"  If  we  had  you  in  a  corner  you  would  be  as  tame  &$ 
lambs," 
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But  the  gendarmes  backed  up  these  kind  of  Pinacles ; 
in  three  or  four  places  the  outcries  of  the  bad  fellow8 
caused  us  to  be  stopped.  The  gendarmes  came  and 
demanded  our  papers ;  they  carried  us  before  the 
mayor,  and  the  rascals  made  us  cry,  "  Vive  le  Eoi !" 

It  was  really  abominable  ;  the  old  soldiers  let  them- 
selves be  led  off  to  prison  rather  than  utter  the  re- 
quired cry.  Buche  wanted  to  follow  their  example,  but 
I  said  to  him — 

"  What  does  it  matter  to  us  if  we  cry,  '  Vive  Jean 
Claude  !'  or  '  Vive  Jean  Nicolas  ?'  All  these  kings 
and  emperors,  old  and  new,  would  not  give  a  single 
hair  of  their  heads  to  save  our  lives ;  and  why  should 
we  let  ourselves  be  massacred  for  the  sake  of  one  cry  or 
another  ?  No ;  that  makes  no  difference  to  us.  If 
people  are  so  foolish,  as  we  are  not  the  strongest,  we 
must  satisfy  them.  Some  day  they  will  be  crying  some- 
thing else,  and  later  still  another  cry  will  be  raised. 
Everything  changes — good  sense  and  a  good  heart  are 
the  only  things  that  remain  unchanged." 

Buche  would  not  understand  this  reasoning ;  but 
when  the  gendarmes  came  we  obeyed  all  the  same. 

In  proportion  as  we  advanced  one  or  the  other  of  our 
company  broke  off,  and  remained  behind  in  his  village, 
so  that,  when  we  had  passed  Toul,  Buche  and  I  only 
were  left. 

It  fell  to  our  share  to  see  the  saddest  spectacle  of  all — 
namely,  crowds  of  Germans  and  Russians  masters  of 
Lorraine  and  Alsace.  We  saw  them  exercising  at  Lune- 
ville,  Blamont,  and  Sarrebourg,  with  oak-twigs  in  their 
ugly  shakos.  What  a  wretched  feeling  it  was  to  see 
savages  like  those  living  and  stuffing  themselves  at  the 
expense  of  our  peasants !     Ah !  Father  Goulden  was  in 
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the  right  when  he  said  that  warlike  glory  costs  dear ! 
All  I  hope  is  that  the  Lord  will  deliver  us  from  them 
for  ever  and  ever. 

At  last,  on  the  16th  of  July,  1815,  towards  eleven 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  we  arrived  at  Mittelbronn,  the 
last  village  on  the  ridge  before  Phalsbourg.  The  blockade 
had  been  raised  since  the  armistice,  but  Cossacks, 
landwehrmen,  and  Eaiserlichs  filled  all  tha  country ; 
they  still  had  their  batteries  posted  around  the  place, 
but  there  was  no  more  firing ;  the  gates  of  the  town 
were  open,  and  the  people  came  out  to  reap  the  harvest. 

There  was  great  need  to  save  the  corn  and  rye,  for  no 
one  can  imagine  what  the  misery  was  with  so  many 
useless  beings  to  feed,  who  denied  themselves  nothing, 
and  wanted  to  have  schnaps  and  bacon  every  day. 

In  front  of  all  the  doors,  at  all  the  windows,  were  to 
be  seen  snub  noses,  long  dirty  yellow  beards,  white 
coats  full  of  vermin,  and  flat  shakos.  The  fellows 
looked  at  you  as  they  smoked  their  pipes  in  drunken  idle- 
ness. We  had  to  work  for  them,  and  in  the  end  respect- 
able people  had  to  give  them  two  milliards  of  money  to 
induce  them  to  go  away. 

How  many  things  we  might  have  had  to  say  about 
all  these  idlers  from  Russia  and  Germojiy,  if  we  had 
not  done  ten  times  more  in  their  country !  But  it  is 
better  that  each  man  should  make  his  own  reflections, 
and  imagine  the  rest. 

In  front  of  Hertz's  inn  I  said  to  Buche— 

"  Come  in — nry  legs  are  failing  me." 

Mother  Heitz,  who  in  those  days  was  still  a  young 
woman,  was  already  crying,  with  hands  upraised — 

"  Ah,  good  heavens !  it's  Monsieur  Joseph  Bertha ! 
(Jood  heavens !  what  a  surprise  for  the  town  1" 
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Then  I  went  in  and  sat  down,  and  leant  over  the 
table  to  weep  at  my  ease.  Mother  Heitz  ran  to  get  a 
bottle  of  wine  from  the  cellar.  I  also  heard  Buche 
sobbing  in  a  corner.  Neither  of  ns  was  able  to  speak, 
when  we  thought  of  the  joy  of  our  relations  ;  the  sight 
of  the  country  had  overcome  us,  and  we  were  glad  to 
think  that  our  bones  would  one  day  rest  in  the  cemetery 
of  our  village. 

Meanwhile,  we  should  soon  embrace  those  who  were 
dearest  to  us  in  the  world. 

When  we  had  recovered  ourselves  a  little,  I  said  to 
Buche — 

"  You  shall  go  out  first.  I  shall  follow  you  at  a 
distance,  so  that  my  wife  and  Mons.  Goulden  may  not 
be  too  much  surprised.  You  must  first  of  all  tell  them 
that  you  met  me  unhurt  the  day  after  the  battle  ;  then 
say  that  you  met  me  again  in  the  environs  of  Paris, 
and  even  on  the  road  ;  and  at  last  you  are  to  say — '  I 
think  he  is  not  far  off,  and  that  he  will  come  presently.' 
Bo  you  understand  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  understand,"  he  replied,  as  he  rose  after 
emptying  his  glass,  "  and  I  shall  do  the  same  thing  for 
vy  grandmother,  who  loves  me  more  than  the  other 
»«ds.     I  shall  send  some  one  before  me." 

He  went  out  directly,  and  I  waited  a  few  moments ; 
Mother  Heitz  was  speaking  to  me,  but  I  did  not  listen 
to  her ;  I  was  thinking  how  far  Buche  might  already 
have  got ;  I  saw  him  mentally  in  the  outskirts,  by  tho 
glacis,  under  the  gate.  All  at  once  I  rushed  away,  crying 
out — "  Mother  Heitz,  I  shall  pay  you  another  time !" 

And  I  set  off  running.  I  have  a  dim  remembrance  of 
being  recognised  by  three  or  four  persons,  who  cried 
out— 
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"  Why,  it's  Joseph  Bertha  !" 

But  I  am  not  quite  sure  of  this.  All  at  once,  with- 
out knowing  how,  I  was  running  up  the  common  stair- 
case of  our  house,  and  then  I  heard  a  general  cry. 
Catharine  was  in  my  arms !  My  head  seemed  in  a 
certain  way  confused,  and  it  was  not  until  the  next 
moment  that  I  awoke  as  it  were  from  a  dream,  and  saw 
the  room,  Mons.  Goulden,  Jean  Buche,  and  Catharine, 
and  then  I  fell  sobbing  at  such  a  rate,  one  would  have 
thought  the  greatest  misfortune  had  happened  to  me. 
Mons.  Goulden  stood  silent,  and  so  did  Buche.  I  held 
Catharine  on  my  knees,  as  I  sat,  and  embraced  her ; 
she  also  wept.     After  a  long  time  I  cried  out — 

"  Ah,  Mons.  Goulden,  forgive  me  !  I  should  havo 
embraced  you  before.  Come,  my  father,  whom  I  love 
as  I  love  myself!" 

"  It  is  well,  Joseph,"  he  answered  with  emotion.  "I 
know  it — I  am  not  jealous." 

He  stood  wiping  his  eyes. 

"  Yes,  yes,  love  one's  family,  and  then  one's  friends 
— it  is  natural,  my  child — don't  be  uneasy." 

Then  I  arose  and  clasped  him  to  my  heart. 

The  first  words  Catharine  said  to  me  were— 

"  Joseph,  I  knew  that  you  would  come  back ;  I  had 
put  my  confidence  in  God  !  Now  our  greatest  miseries 
are  over,  and  we  shall  always  remain  together." 

I  had  made  her  sit  down  on  my  knees  again ;  her 
arm  was  on  my  shoulder.  I  looked  at  her,  and  she 
cast  down  her  eyes  and  turned  pale ;  what  we  had 
hoped  for  before  my  departure  had  come  to  pass.  We 
were  very  happy ! 

Mods.  Goulden  stood  near  the  work-table  and  smiled; 
John,  standing  by  the  door,  said — 
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"  Now  I  must  go,  Joseph.  I  am  going  to  Harberg : 
my  father  and  my  grandmother  expect  me." 

He  held  out  his  hand  to  me,  and  I  kept  it  in  mine, 
and  said — "  John,  stay  ;  you  must  dine  with  us." 

Mon3.  G-oulden  and  Catharine  also  pressed  him,  but 
he  would  not  wait.  When  I  embraced  him  on  the 
staircase,  I  felt  that  I  loved  him  as  a  brother. 

He  came  back  very  often  afterwards  ;  every  time  he 
came  to  the  town  during  thirty  years,  he  used  always 
to  stay  with  me.  Now  he  sleeps  behind  the  church 
at  Hommert.  He  was  a  brave  man' — a  good-hearted 
man.     But  what  am  I  thinking  of? 

I  must  bring  this  story  to  an  end,  and  I  have  said 
nothing  yet  about  Aunt  Grethel,  who  arrived  an  hour 
afterwards.  Oh,  how  she  lifted  up  her  hands,  and  how 
she  hugged  mo,  crying — - 

"  Joseph !  Joseph  !  Here  you  are — you've  escaped 
it  all !  Let  them  come  and  take  you  away  from  us 
again — let  them  only  try !  Ah,  how  sorry  I  have  been 
that  I  let  you  go !  How  I  have  cursed  the  conscrip- 
tion, and  all  the  rest  of  it !  But  you  are  back  again, 
and  all  is  well — all  is  well !  The  Lord  has  had  pity 
on  us !" 

Yes,  all  that,  all  these  old  histories,  when  one  thinks 
of  them,  make  the  tears  come  into  one's  eyes  ;  it's  like 
a  vision — a  dream  of  things  forgotten  years  and  years 
ago,  and  yet  it  is  life.  These  joys  and  sorrows  that 
we  remember  are  the  only  things  that  bind  us  to  earth, 
and  prevent  us,  when  we  get  very  old  and  our  forces 
fail,  and  our  eyes  grow  dim  and  we  are  but  the  shadow 
of  ourselves,  from  wishing  to  be  gone,  and  saying — 
"  Enough  of  this !" 

These  oh1   reiy>  "-unbraces  always  remain  alive ;  whea 
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we  speak  of  our  old  dangers,  we  seem  to  be  among 
them  still ;  we  speak  of  our  old  friends,  and  think  we 
are  still  pressing  their  hands  ;  of  the  woman  we  loved, 
and  think  when  we  look  at  her  that  she  is  still  beau- 
tiful. And  that  which  appeared  to  us  just,  honest,  and 
wise  in  the  old  times,  is  honest,  just,  and  wise  still. 

I  remember — and  with  this  I  must  end  this  long 
history — that  after  my  return,  for  some  months  and 
even  years,  a  great  sadness  was  diffused  among  the 
various  families,  and  that  people  dared  not  speak 
frankly  to  one  another,  or  utter  their  wishes  for  the 
glory  of  the  country.  Zebedee  himself,  who  came  back 
with  those  who  had  leave  granted  them  behind  the 
Loire — Zebedee  himself  had  lost  heart.  This  arose 
from  the  vengeance  tak~n,  the  shootings,  massacres,  and 
punishments  of  all  kir  Is ;  it  arose  from  our  humilia- 
tion ;  from  the  hundre  1  and  fifty  thousand  Germans, 
Englishmen,  and  Russians  placed  in  garrison  in  our 
fortresses ;  from  the  war  indemnities,  the  millions  of 
returned  emigrants,  the  forced  contributions,  and  prin- 
cipally from  the  laws  against  suspected  persons,  against 
profanity,  and  from  the  old  rights  they  wanted  to  re- 
establish. 

All  these  tilings,  which  were  contrary  to  good  sense, 
contrary  to  the  honour  of  the  nation,  the  accusations 
made  by  such  people  as  Pinacle,  and  the  wrongs  the 
old  revolutionists  were  made  to  suffer — all  these  things 
at  last  made  people  gloomy ;  and  often,  when  we  were 
alone  with  Catharine  and  little  Joseph,  whom  God  had 
sent  to  us  to  console  us  amid  these  great  misfortunes, 
Mons.  Goulden,  after  sitting  in  deep  thought,  would 
say  to  me — 

"  Joseph,  our  unhappy  country  is  brought  very  low ! 
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When  Napoleon  took  France  into  his  hands,  she  was 
the  greatest  the  freest,  the  most  powerful  of  nations ; 
all  the  others  admired  and  envied  us  !  But  now  we  are 
vanquished,  ruined,  and  bled  to  exhaustion  ;  the  enemy 
fills  our  fortresses,  and  has  got  his  foot  on  our  throat. 
We  see  what  has  never  been  seen  since  France  existed — 
the  stranger  master  of  our  capital !  We  have  seen  this 
twice  within  two  years !  That's  what  one  pays  for 
putting  one's  liberty,  fortune,  and  honour  in  the  hands 
of  an  ambitious  man !  Yes,  we  are  in  a  very  unfor- 
tunate position ;  one  would  think  that  our  great  revo- 
lution is  dead,  and  that  the  rights  of  man  have  perished ! 
Well,  we  must  not  be  despondent — all  this  will  pass 
by !  Those  who  march  against  justice  and  liberty 
will  be  driven  away ;  those  who  want  to  re-establiah, 
privileges  and  titles  will  be  looked  upon  as  madmen 
The  great  nation  is  resting,  she  is  pondering  on  her 
faults,  and  watching  those  who  want  to  lead  her  away 
from  her  interests.  She  can  read  to  the  bottom  of  their 
souls ;  and  in  spite  of  Swiss  G-uards,  in  spite  of  the 
Eoyal  Guard,  in  spite  of  the  Holy  Alliance,  when  she  is 
weary  of  her  misery,  she  may  turn  out  these  people  any 
day.  And  then  it  will  be  over,  for  France  desires 
liberty,  equality,  and  justice !  The  only  thing  we  want 
is  instruction ;  but  the  people  are  gaining  knowledge 
every  day,  and  profiting  by  our  experience  and  our  mis- 
fortunes. I  shall,  perhaps,  not  have  the  happiness  oi 
seeing  the  waking  up  of  my  country ;  I  am  too  old  to 
hope  for  such  a  thing ;  but  you  will  see  it,  and  tha 
spectacle  will  console  you  for  everything ;  you  will  b 
proud  of  belonging  to  that  generous  nation,  which  ha?, 
advanced  far  beyond  others,  since  1789 ;  its  halting^ 
are  o»ly  moments  of  rest,  during  a  long  journey." 
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And  the  good  man,  to  his  last  hour,  preserved  his 
calmness  and  his  confidence. 

And  I  have  seen  the  fulfilment  of  his  words.  I  have 
seen  the  return  of  the  flag-  of  liberty ;  I  have  seen  the 
nation  increasing-  in  wealth,  happiness,  and  instruction ; 
I  have  seen  those  who  wished  to  arrest  the  course  of 
justice  and  re-establish  the  old  regime  forced  to  flee 
away ;  and  I  see  that  the  human  mind  is  continually 
progressive,  and  that  the  peasants  would  give  their  last 
shirt  to  put  their  children  forward.  Unfortunately,  we 
have  not  schoolmasters  enough.  Ah,  if  we  had  fewer 
soldiers  and  more  schoolmasters,  everything  would  go 
on  much  more  quickly.  But  patience — it  will  come. 
The  people  begin  to  understand  their  rights ;  they  know 
that  war  only  brings  increase  of  taxation ;  and  as  to-day 
the  people  are  masters,  who  will  dare  to  assert  the  con- 
trary, when  they  say,  "  Instead  of  sending  our  sons  to 
perish  by  thousands  beneath  the  sabre  and  the  cannon, 
we  will  have  them  taught,  and  made  men  of?" 

In  this  hope  I  bid  you  farewell,  my  friends,  and  I 
embrace  you  with  all  my  heart. 
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91  Pride  and  Prejudice. 

By  VICTOR  HUGO. 
195  Jean  Valjean  (Les  Miser 

ables); 


cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

196  Cosette  and  Marius  (Les 

Miserables). 

197  Fantine  (Les  Miserables). 

198  By  the  King's  Command. 

199  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

203  Pickwick  Papers.    Illust. 

204  Nicholas  Nickleby.    Illust. 

205  Sketches  by  Boz. 

229  Picnic   Papers.     (Edited  by 

C.  Dickens.) 

By  Sir  WALTER  SCOTT. 

230  Waver  ley. 

231  Kenilworth. 

232  Ivanhoe. 

233  The  Antiquary. 

By  LYTTON  BULWER. 

264  Paul  Clifford. 

265  Last  Days  of  Pompeii; 

266  Eugene  Aram. 

267  Pelham. 

By  Captain  MARRYAT. 

298  Midshipman  Easy. 

299  Japhet    in    Search    of     a 

Father. 

300  Jacob  Faithful. 

301  Peter  Simple. 

By  MAX  ADELER. 

322  Out  of  the   Hurly    Burly. 

With  400  Illustrations. 

323  Elbow  Room.     Illustrated. 

324  Random  Shots.  Illustrated. 

325  An  Old  Fogey.     Illustrated. 

326  A    Desperate    Adventure, 

&c.     Illustrated. 
By  C.  C.  CLARKE. 

332  Charlie  Thornhill. 

333  F|yins  Scud- 

334  Crumbs    from    a    Sports- 

man's Table. 
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33S 
336 
337 
338 
339 

343 
344 
345 
346 
347 
348 
349 
350 
35i 
352 
353 
354 
355 
356 
357 

370 
37i 
372 
373 
374 
375 
376 

377 
378 

379 
380 

387 
388 

389 
39o 


Price  2s.  each;  or 
Which  is  the  Winner? 
Lord  Falconberg's  Heir. 
The  Beauclercs. 
Box  for  the  Season. 
Chips  from  an  Old  Block. 

By  ANNIE  THOMAS. 
Theo  Leigh. 
Dennis  Donne. 
Called  to  Account. 
A  Passion  in  Tatters. 
He  Cometh  Not,  She  Said. 
No  Alternative. 
A  Narrow  Escape. 
Blotted  Out. 
A  Laggard  in  Love. 
High  Stakes. 
Best  for  Her. 
False  Colwura. 
Sir  Victor's  Choice. 
Dower  House. 
Cross  of  Honour. 

By  E.  P  ROE. 

Opening  aChestnut  Burr. 

A  Face  Illumined. 

Barriers  Burned  Away. 

What  Can  She  Do  ? 

A  Day  of  Fate. 

Without  a  Home. 

A  Knight  of  the  19th  Cen 

tury. 

Near  to  Nature's  Heart. 
From  Jest  to  Earnest. 
His  Sombre  Rivals. 
An  Original  Belle. 

By  Miss  E.  MARLITT, 

Old  Maid's  Secret. 

Gold  Elsie. 

The  Second  Wife. 

The  Little  Moorland  Prin- 
cess. 


cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

By  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

398  In  the  Days  of  My  Youth. 

399  Miss  Carew. 

400  Debenham's  Vow. 

401  Monsieur  Maurice. 

By  JAMES  GRANT. 
428  Secret  Dispatch. 

By  G.  P.  R.  JAMES. 
435  Bernard  Marsh. 

By  OLIVER  WENDELLHOLMES 

440  Elsie  Venner. 

441  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast 

Table. 
By  SAMUEL  LOVER. 

446  He  Would  be  a  Gentleman. 

447  Irish  Stories  and  Legends. 

By  Mrs.  MARSH. 

451  Father  Darcy. 

452  Time,  the  Avenger. 

453  Emilia  Wyndham. 

454  Mount  Sorrel. 

By  ELEANOR  F.  TROLLOPS. 

459  Aunt  Margaret. 

460  A  Charming  Fellow. 

461  Veronica. 

462  Sacristan's  Household. 

By  ALBERT  SMITH. 
465  Christopher  Tadpole.  Illus. 

By  BRET  HARTE, 
46S  Complete  Tales. 

469  The  Heathen  Chinee. 

470  Wan  Lee,  the  Pagan,  &c. 

471  Deadwood      Mystery,     and 

Mark  Twain's  Nightmare.  Illus. 

By  Capt.  MAYNE  REID. 
474  The  Mountain  Marriage. 
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Prlca  2s.  each;  or  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 


By  Mrs.  LYNN  LINTON. 

478  Lizzie   Lorton. 

479  The  Mad  Wiltoughbys. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF. 

483  Virgin  Soil 

484  Smoke. 

485  Fathers  and  Sons. 

486  Dimitri  Roudine. 

487  Liza  ;  or,  A  Noble  Nest. 

By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

491  Blithedale  Romance. 

By  Mrs.CASHEL  HOEY. 

492  No  Sign. 

493  Blossoming  of  an  Aloe. 

By  Mrs.  G.  M.  CRAIK, 

494  Riverston. 

495  Lost  and  Won. 

496  Winifred's  Wooing. 

By  T.  A.  TROLLOPE. 

500  Marietta. 

501  Beppo,  the  Conscript. 

502  Lindisfarne  Chase. 

503  Giulio  Malatesta. 

504  La  Beata. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

509  The  Innocents  Abroad. 

510  American  Drolleries. 

511  Funny  Stories;  withHoLMES' 
Humorous  Poems. 

512  The  Mississippi  Pilot ;  with 
Bret  Harte's  "Two  Men  of 
Sandy  Bar." 

By  W.  H.  MAXWELL. 
516  Hector  O'Halloran.    Illust. 

By  HENRY  JAMES,  Jun. 
519  The  American. 


By  the  Author  of 
"  WOMAN'S  DEVOTION." 

524  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Asheton. 

525  Three  Wives. 

526  Ladies  of  Lovel  Leigh. 

527  Queen  of  the  County. 

528  Book  of  Heroines. 

529  Lords  and  Ladies. 

530  Woman's  Devotion. 

By  THEODORE  HOOK. 
536  Jack  Brag. 

By  M.  W.  SAVAGE. 

541  My  Uncle,  the  Curate. 

542  Bachelor  of  the  Albany. 

543  Falcon  Family. 

544  Reuben  Medlicott. 

545  Clover  Cottage. 

By  M.  BETHAM  EDWARDS. 

551  White  House  by  the  Sea. 

552  John  and  I. 

553  Lisabee's  Love  Story. 

554  Wild     Flower    of    Raven 

worth. 
By  J.  FENIMORE  COOPER. 

559  Mark's  Reef. 

560  The  Sea  Lions. 

By  J.  G.  HOLLAND. 
565  Arthur  Bonnicastle. 
By  Miss  JEWSBURY. 

568  The  Half-Sisters. 

569  Sorrows  of  Gentility. 

570  Marian  Withers. 

571  Constance  Herbert. 

By  Mrs.  GREY. 

575  Mary  Seaham. 

576  Gambler's  Wife.- 

577  The  Daughter. 


El 


WARD,  LOCK  &  CO.,  London,  Melbourne  and  New  York, 


THE    SELECT   LIBRARY   OF   FICTION. 


Price  2s.  each;  or 

578  The  Opera  Singer's  Wife 

579  Old  Dower  House. 

580  The  Young  Husband. 

By  JOHN  MILLS. 

582  Belle  of  the  Village. 

583  The  Briefless  Barrister. 

5S4  Stable  Secrets:  The  Life  of 
a  Racehorse.    Illustrated. 

By  the  A  uthor  of 
"MY  FIRST  SEASON." 

588  Charles  Auchester. 

589  Counterparts. 

590  My  First  Season. 

By  "SCRUTATOR" 

595  Master  of  the  Hounds. 

596  Country  Gentleman. 

597  Squire  of  Beechwood. 

By  Mrs.  WM.L.  JAY. 

602  Shiloh. 

603  Holden  with  the  Cords. 

By  Miss  R.  M.  KETTLE. 

606  Smugglers  and  Foresters. 

607  Mistress  of  Langdale  Hall. 

608  Hillsden  on  the  Moors. 

609  Under  the  Grand  Old  Hills. 

610  Fabian's  Tower. 

611  The  Wreckers. 

612  My  Home  in  the  Shires. 

613  The  Sea  and  the  Moor. 

614  La  Belle  Marie. 

By  MICHAEL  SCOTT, 

620  Tom  Cringle's  Log. 

621  Cruise  of  the  "  Midge." 

PvJEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
625  Wild  Georgie. 


cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 
By  Author  of  "OLIVE  VARCOE." 

629  Forgotten  Lives. 

630  The  Kiddle-a-Wink. 

631  Love's  Bitterness. 

632  In  the  House  of  a  Friend. 

By  GEORGE  MEREDITH. 
635  Tragic  Comedians. 

By  Capt.  ARMSTRONG. 

638  Queen  of  the  Seas. 

639  The  Sailor  Hero. 

640  Cruise  of  the  "  Daring." 

641  The  Sunny  South. 

642  Medora. 

643  Two  Midshipmen. 
643AWar  Hawk. 
643BYoung  Commander. 

By  Miss  PARDOE. 

644  The  Jealous  Wife. 

645  Rival  Beauties. 

By  W.  STEPHENS  HAYWARD. 

650  Eulalie. 

651  The  Diamond  Cros9. 

By  ANNA  H.DRURY, 

654  Deep  Waters. 

655  Misrepresentation. 

656  The  Brothers. 

By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

660  The  Brownrigg  Papers. 

By  Lady  EDEN. 

661  Dumbleton  Common. 

662  Semi-Attached  Couple. 

663  Semi-Detached  House. 

By  Miss  C.  J.  HAMILTON. 

664  Marriage  Bonds. 

665  The  Flynns  of  Flynnville. 
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Price  2a.  each;  or 
By  HOLME  LEE, 

673  Hawksview. 

674  Gilbert  Messenger. 

675  Thorney  Hall. 

By  HENRY  COCKTON. 

676  Valentine  Vox.    Illustrated, 

By  KA  THARINE  KING. 

677  Lost  for  Gold. 

678  Queen  of  the  Regiment. 

679  Off  the  Roll. 

680  Our  Detachment. 

By  S.  W.  FULLOM. 

683  Man  of  the  World. 

684  King  and  Countess. 

By  the  Author  of  "  CASTE,"  &c. 

687  Colonel  Dacre. 

688  My  Son's  Wife. 

689  Entanglements. 

690  Mr.  Arle. 

691  Bruna's  Revenge. 

692  Pearl. 

693  Caste. 

By  Rev.  R.  COBBOLD. 

696  Margaret  Catch  pole. 

697  The  Suffolk  Gipsy. 

By  Mrs.  PARSONS. 

698  Beautiful  Edith. 

699  Sun  and  Shade. 

700  Ursula's  Love  Story. 

By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

703  His     Book ;     and    Travels 

among  the  Mormons. 

704  Letters  to  Punch ;  andMARK 

Twain's  Practical  Jokes. 

By  ANNA  C.  STEELE, 

705  Condoned. 

706  Gardenhurst. 

707  Broken  Toys. 


cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 

710  Odd  or  Even  ? 

By  EMILIE  CARLEN. 

711  Twelve  Months  of  Matri- 

mony. 

712  The  Brilliant  Marriage. 

By  WILLIAM  CARLETON. 
715  Squanders       of       Castle 

Squander. 

By  W.  S.  MAYO. 

720  Never  Again. 

721  The  Berber. 

By  Mrs.  FORRESTER. 

722  Olympus  to  Hades. 

723  Fair  Women. 

By  A  UGUSTUS  MA  YHEW. 

724  Faces  for  Fortunes. 
724APaved  with  Gold. 

By  MARK  LEMON. 

725  Leyton  Hall. 

By  Miss  BURNEY. 

726  Evelina. 

By  HON  ORE  DE  BALZAC. 
728  Unrequited  Affection. 

By  JANE  PORTER. 
732  The  Scottish  Chiefs. 

By  HANS  C.  ANDERSEN. 

734  The  Improvisatore. 

By  KATHARINE  MACQUOID. 

735  A  Bad  Beginning. 

736  Wild  as  a  Hawk. 

737  Forgotten  by  the  World. 

By  A.  LAMARTINE. 
741  Genevieve,  and  The  Stone- 
mason. 

By  GUSTAV  FREYTAG. 
744  Debit  and  Credit. 
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Price  23.  each ;  or 

By  Author  of 
"ST.  AUBYN  OF  ST.  AUBYN'S. 

745  Charlie  Nugent. 

746  St.  Aubyrs  of  St.  Aubyn's. 

By  "  WATERS." 

747  The  Heir  at  Law. 

74S  Romance  of  the  Seas. 
748APrivateer  Captain. 

By  EDGAR  ALLAN  POE. 

749  Tales  of  Mystery,  &c. 

By  HENRY  J.  BYRON. 

750  Paid  in  Full. 

By  MARIA   EDGEV/ORTH. 
752  Helen. 

By  THOMAS  MILLER. 

754  Royston  Gower. 

By  Mrs.  S.  C.  HALL. 

756  The  Whiteboy. 

By  Lady  CHATTERTON. 

757  The  Lost  Bride. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

755  Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 

By  THOMAS  PEACOCK. 
759  Melincourt. 

By  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 

761  Maretime. 

By  C.  GOLDSCHMIDT. 

762  Jacob  Bendixen. 

By  Lady   SCOTT. 

763  The  Only  Child. 

By  Bros.  MAY  HEW. 

765  Image  of  his  Father. 

By  E.  MA  CKENZIE. 

76S  Highland  Lassies. 
By  S.  W.  R. 

769  Rose  Douglas. 

By   WAT  BRADWOOD. 

770  O.  V.  H. 
77oAEnsemble. 


cloth  gilt,  23.  6d. 

By  ALICE  PERRY. 

771  Esther's  Sacrifice. 

By  A.  MANNING. 

772  Ladies  of  Bever  Hollow. 
By  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

773  Madeline. 

By  Author  of 
"GUY  LIVINGSTONE." 

774  Hagarene. 

By  Mrs.  HOUSTON. 

777  Lilian's  Penance. 

By  Lady  THYNNE. 

778  Off  the  Line. 

By  ALICE  KING. 

779  Queen  of  Herself. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

780  Fatal  Error. 

By  E.  METEYARD. 

781  Mainstone's  Housekeeper. 

By  Mrs.  RANDOLPH. 

782  Wild  Hyacinth. 

By  Baroness  DE  BURY. 

783  All  for  Greed. 

By  Earl  DESART, 

785  Kelverdale. 

By  MARK  HOPE. 

786  Dark  and  Light  Stories. 

By  Miss  STEVENS. 
7S9  Zana,  the  Gipsy. 

By  SYLVESTER  JUDD. 

790  Margaret. 

ByA.DE  VIGNY. 

791  The  Conspirators. 

By  G.  R.  GLEIG. 

792  Chelsea  Pensioners. 

By  A.  DE  FONBLANQUE. 

793  A  Lease  for  Lives. 
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Pries  23.  each ;  or  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. 


Ed.  by  Sir  E.  WRAXALL 

794  The  Backwoodsman. 

By  Miss  LEVIEN. 

795  Almost  a  Quixote. 

By  E.JUNCKER. 

797  Margaret's  Ordeal. 

By  THORPE  TALBOT. 

798  Philiberta. 

By  SOPHIE  MAY. 

799  Our  Helen. 

By  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 

800  Little  Ragamuffins 

By  WM.  ADAM  SON. 
802  Abbot  of  Aberbrothock. 

By  Mrs.  GORDON  SMYTHIES. 

804  Guilty  or  Not  Guilty  ? 

By  PERCY  B.  ST.  JOHN. 

805  Miranda. 

By  Countess  DE  LA  MOTTE. 

806  The  Diamond  Necklace. 

By  Captain  FLACC 

807  Castaways  of  the  Prairie. 

By  ••WANDERER." 

808  Hunt-Room      Stories    and 

Yachting  Yarns.    Illustrated. 
By  W.  G.  CRA  VEN. 

809  The  Margravine. 

By  A.  WHAMOND. 
811  James  Tacket. 

By  Mrs.  J  K.  SPENDER. 
814  Godwyn's  Ordeal. 

By  CATHARINE  SINCLAIR. 

850  Beatrice. 

851  Modern  Accomplishments. 

852  Holiday  House. 

853  Modern  Flirtations. 

854  Mysterious  Marriage. 


By  JULES  VERNE. 

856  Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon. 

857  English  at  the  North  Pole. 

858  Among  the  Cannibals. 

By  ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN. 

876  The  Great  Invasion. 

877  Campaign  in  Kabylia. 
87S  Waterloo. 

879  The  Man-Wolf. 

880  The  Blockade. 

881  The  States-General. 

882  Citizen  Bonaparte. 

883  Year  One  of  the  Republic. 

By  SAMUEL  WARREN. 

905  Diary  of  a  late  Physician. 

906  Ten  Thousand  a-Year. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
920  Introduced  to  Society. 

By  W.  M.  THACKERAY. 
925  Yellowplush  Papers,  &c. 

By  OSWALD  CRAWFURD. 

951  Grace  Tolmar. 

952  The  World  we  Live  In. 

953  A  Woman's  Reputation. 

By  E.  WERNER. 

960  Riven  Bonds. 

961  Sacred  Vows. 

ANONYMOUS. 
767  Belial. 

776  First  in  the  Field. 
788  Leah,  the  Jewish  Maiden. 
796  Janetta,  and  Blythe  Hern- 
don. 
803  Life  in  a  Prison. 
810  The  Conscript's  Revenge. 
813  Tales  of  Tramps.    Illust. 
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POPULAR  NOVELS. 


FAVOURITE  AUTHORS, 


In  picture  boards, 

6  Running  the  Blockade.  By 

Lieutenant  Warneford. 

8  MaryBunyan,theDreamer's 

Blind  Daughter.  By  S.  R.  Ford. 

9  Back  Log  Studies,  &c.    By 

Charles  Dudley  Warner. 

io  Beeton's  Book  of  Riddles 

and  Acting  Charades.    Illust. 

ii  Josh    Billings  and    Major 

Jack  Downing. 

12  Biglow   Papers,  by  J.   R. 

Lowell,  and  Saxe's  Poems. 

13  The  Redskins.   Flack. 

17  Choice     Anecdotes     and 

Good  Stories. 

18  TheCardPlayer'sManual. 

By  Captain  Crawley. 

19  Helen's  Babies,  and  Other 

People's  Children.    Illustrated. 


price  2s.  each. 

20  Little  Miss  Mischief.    By 

Susan  Coolidge.    Illustrated. 

21  Grown     up     Babies     and 

Other  People.    Illustrated. 

25  Hood's  Whims  and  Oddi- 

ties. 

26  Struggles  and  Triumphs; 

Recollections  of  P.  T.  Barnum. 

27  Hunting    Adventures    in 

Forest  and  Field. 

28  Autobiography  of  a  Mer- 

chant. 

29  Horses  and   Riders.    Os- 

wald Crawfurd. 

30  Beeton's  Popular  Stories. 

Illustrated. 

31  Lives  of  Scots  Worthies. 


GUSTAVE    AIMARD'S    NOVELS, 

In  picture  wrapper,  price  13.  each ;  cloth  gilt,  Is.  6d. 

2  The  Adventurers.  6  Queen  of  the  Savannah. 

3  The  Trail  Hunter.  7  The  Indian  Scout. 

4  The  Gold  Seekers.  9  TheTrappersofArkansas 

5  The  Freebooters.  22  The  Indian  Chief. 


Library  op  Standard  Novelists. 

Demy  8vo,  in  cloth  gilt,  price  3s.  6d.  each, 
i  Scott.    Containing  "  Waverley,"  "  Kenilworth,"  "  Ivanhoe,"  and 

"  The  Antiquary." 

2  Bulwer.    Containing  "  Pelham,"  "Paul  Clifford,"  "Last  Days 

of  Pompeii,"  and  "  Eugene  Aram." 

3  Marryat.    Containing  "  Midshipman  Easy,"  "  Japhet  in  Search 

of  a  Father,"  "Jacob  Faithful,"  and  "  Peter  Simple." 


CHARLES  O'MALLEY.  By  Charles  Lever.  New  Library 
Edition.  With  Plates  by  Phiz,  and  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Thompson. 
Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  price  7s.  6d. 
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POPULAR   BOOKS   OF  HUMOUR. 


Ward  &  Lock's  Humorous  Books. 

In  picture  wrapper,  price  Is.  each. 


2  Artemus  Ward  :  His  Book. 

3  Beeton's  Riddle  Book. 

4 Burlesques. 

5 Book  of  Charades. 

6  The  Biglow  Papers. 

7  Saxe's  Poems. 

8  Joe  Miller's  Jest  Book, 
g  Connubial  Bliss. 

16  Pusley.    By  C.  D.  Warner. 

17  Back-Log  Studies.     Ditto. 

18  Sandy  Bar.    Bret  Harte, 

19  Roaring  Camp.    Ditto. 

20  The  Heathen  Chinee.  Do. 

21  Hood's  Wit  and  Humour. 

22  Whims.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

23  Oddities.  Ditto. 

24  Innocents  Abroad.  Twain. 

25  New   Pilgrim's  Progress. 

By  Mark  Twain. 

26  Jerrold's  Jokes  and  Wit. 

29  Jumping  Frog.  M.  Twain. 

30  Letters    to    Punch.     By 

Artemus  Ward. 

31  Artemus  Ward  among  the 

Mormons. 

32  Naughty  Jemima.     Illust. 

33  Eye  Openers.     M.  Twain. 

34  Practical  Jokes.    Ditto. 

35  Screamers.  Ditto. 

36  Awful  Crammers. 

37  Babies  and  Ladders,  and 

Artemus  Ward  among  Fen  lans 

38  Holmes' Wit  and  Humour. 

39  Josh  Billings:  His  Sayings. 

40  The  Danbury  Newsman. 

41  Mystery  of  Mr.  E.  Drood. 

42  Shaving  Them. 

43  Mr.  Brown  on  Mrs.  Brown. 

44  Sensation    Novels.        By 

Bret  Harte. 

46  Mr.  Sprouts:  His  Opinions. 

48  The  Ramsbottom  Papers. 

49  Major  Jack  Downing. 

50  The  Pagan  Child, andother 

Sketches.    By  Bret  Harte. 


51  Helen's  Babies.     Illust. 

52  The  Barton  Experiment. 

By  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies." 

53  The  Mississippi  Pilot.  By 

Mark  Twain. 

54  The  Jericho  Road. 

55  Some  Other  Babies. 

56  Story   of  a   Honeymoon. 

By  C.  H.  Ross.    Illustrated. 

58  Hans  Breitmann's  Ballads 

59  Other  People's  Children. 

Sequel  to  "  Helen's  Babies." 

60  Cent.  perCent.  B.Jerrold. 

61  That  Husband  of  Mine. 

62  Two  Men  of  Sandy  Bar. 

By  Bret  Harte. 

63  Grown-up  Babies.     Illust. 

64  Other  People.  Ditto. 

65  Folks  in  Danbury. 

66  My  Wife's  Relations. 

67  My  Mother-in-Law. 

69  The    Scripture    Club    of 

Valley  Rest.  John  Habberton. 

70  That  Girl  of  Mine. 

71  Bessie's  Six  Lovers. 

72  Mark  Twain's  Nightmare. 

Illustrated. 

73  Bret     Harte's     Hoodlum 

Band,  and  other  Stories. 

74  Bret    Harte's    Deadwood 

Mystery.  Tales  and  Sketches  by 
F.C.Burnand  and  others.  Illus- 
trated by  John  Proctor,  &c. 

75  The    Tradesmen's    Club. 

Illustrated  by  Matt.  Stretch 
and  others. 

77  Mrs.    Mayburn's    Twins. 

By  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies." 

78  The    Adventures    of    an 

Amateur  Tramp.  Illustrated  by 
Matt.  Stretch. 

79  Transformations.  By 

Max  Adeler.  Illustrated  by 
Matt.  Stretch.    Boards. , 

80  The  Tranquil  Island.    Il- 

lustrated by  Matt.  Stretch 
and  others. 
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POPULAR  NOVELS  AND  CHEAP  EDITIONS. 


Ward  &  Lock's  Shilling  Novels. 


i  Capt.  Macdonald.     Lang. 
2  Clever  Criminals.     Ditto. 

4  The  riyers  of  the   Hunt. 

By  John  Mills.     Illustrated. 

5  The  Forger's  Wife.    Lang. 

6  The  Life  of  a  Racehorse. 

By  John  Mills.     Illustrated. 

8  My  Friend's  Wife.    Lang. 

g  The  Secret  Police.   Lang. 

to  Stable  Secrets.    By  John 

Mills.     Illustrated  by  "  Phiz." 

ii  A  Story  with  a  Vengeance. 

F.y  A.   B.  Reach  and  Shirley 
Brooks. 

13  Too  Clever  by  Half.  Lang. 

14  Too  Much  Alike.    Ditto. 

16  Yankee  Humour.    Illust. 

17  Charles  O'Malley.  Lever. 

18  Little  Ragamuffins.  James 

Greenwood; 


23 

24 
25 


19  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 

si  The  King  of  the  Beggars. 

22  Diary  of  a  late  Physician. 

Samuel  Warren. 

Ten     Thousand     a-Year. 

Samuel  Warren. 
Jack  Hlnton.     C.  Lever. 

Oonah :    The    Story    of    a 
Crime.     By  Geo.  Payn. 

26  The  Money-Makers. 

27  Race  for  a  Wife.    Hawley 

Smart. 

28  Guilty    or    Not     Guilty? 

Mrs.  G.  Smythies. 

A  Dead  Town.  C.Barnard. 
Riven  Bonds.   E.  Werner. 
Sacred  Vows.     Ditto. 
An  Original  B*:lie.    E.  P. 

Roe, 


29 
30 
31 
32 


THE  COUNTRY  HOUSE  LIBRARY, 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 


The  Mad  Willoughbys.    By 

Mrs.  Lynn  Linton. 
False  Beasts  and  True.  By 
Frances  Power  Cobbe. 

The  Blossoming  of  an  Aloe. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 


4  Country  House  Essays.  By 

John  Latouche. 

5  No  Sign.      By  Mrs.  Cashel 

Hoey. 

6  Grace   Tolmar.      By  John 

Dangerfield. 


COMIC    HOLIDAY    BOOKS, 

Demy  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  picture  wrapper,  price  Is.  each. 


Beeton's     Anecdote,     Wit 

and  Humour. 

Beeton's  Jokes  and  Jests. 
The  Funny  Fellow's  Comic 

Holiday  Book. 

Fun  for  Everybody. 


5  Fun  for  All. 

6  Fun  for  the  Million. 

7  Funny  People  ;  or,  Character 

Sketches. 

8  Three   Wonderful   Travel- 

lers.   Illustrated  by  Griset. 
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POPULAR   SIXPENNY  BOOKS. 


WARD,  LOCK  &  CO.'S  SERIES  OF  POPULAR 

SIXPENNY    BOOKS, 


Those  markedi*)  can  also  be 

All  these  books  are  printed  in  clear 

wrappers.    Many  are  Illustrated — some  p-, 


had  in  neat  cloth  binding.  Is. 
readable    type  and  bound  in   attractive 
rofusely. 


i*Waverley.    By  Sir  W.  Scott. 
2*Kenilworth.     By  the  Same. 
3*lvanhoe.     By  the  Same 
4*The  Antiquary.  By  the  Same. 
5*Paul    Clifford.      By  Lytton 

BULWER. 

6*Last  Days  of  Pompeii.    By 

Lytton  Bulwer. 

7*  Pel  ham.  By  Lytton  Bulwer. 
8*Eugene  Aram.  By  the  Same. 
9* Midshipman  Easy.  By  Capt. 

Marryat. 

io*Japhet    In    Search    of    a 

Father.     By  Captain  Marryat. 

n*Jacob  Faithful.  By  the  Same. 
i2*Peter  Simple.  By  the  Same. 
i3*The  Pickwick  Papers.     By 

Charles  Dickens.    With  Original 
Engravings  by  A.  B.  FrOST. 

i4*Nicholas   Nickleby.     By 

Charles      Dickens.      With      the 
Original  Engravings  by  Phiz. 

i5*The  Cruise  of  the  "  Midge." 

By  Michael  Scott. 

i6*Valentine    Vox.      Cockton. 

With  the  Original  Illustrations. 

i7*Charles   O'Malley.     By 

Charles    Lever.     Illustrated   by 
J.  Gordon  Thompson. 
37*Hood'sOwn.  ist  Series.  With 

the  Original  Illusts.  by  the  Author. 

38*Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments. With  Illustrations  by  Mil- 
lais,  Tenniel,  and  Watson. 

39*Bunyan'sPilgrim'sProgress 

ioo  Engravings  by  T.  Dalziel. 

40*Longfellow's  Poetical  Works 

With  Portrait  and  Illustrations. 

41  Don  Quixote.     Part  1.    With 

100  Illustrations  by  T.  Johannot. 
42 Part  2.  With  100 

Illustrations  by  T.  Johannot. 
43*Hood'sOwn.  2nd  Series.  With 

the  Original  Illusts.  by  the  Author. 

44  An     Old     Fogey.       By    Max 

Adeler.     With  numerous  Illusts. 

51  Helen's  Babies.  J. Habberton 


52  My  Mother-in-Law. 

53  That  Husband  of  Mine. 

54  The      Scripture     Club    of 

Valley   Rest.       By  the  Author   of 
"Helen's  Babies." 

55  Sketches  by  Boz.    By  Chas. 

Dickens. 

56  That  Dreadful  Boy,  Trotty. 
57*Democracy:     An    American 

Novel. 

58*But    Yet    a    Woman.     By 

Arthur  S.  Hardy. 

59  The  Art  of  Money-Getting. 

By  P.  T.  Barnum. 

60  A  Bad  Boy's  Diary. 

61  Blunders  of  a  Bashful  Man. 

By  Author  of  "A  Bad  Boy'sDiary." 

62  Catching  a  Husband.  Bythe 

Author  of  "  A  Bad  Boy's  Diary." 

63  Uncle    Remus:     His  Sayings 

and  Doings.     Illustrated. 

64  Yellowplush  Papers.    ByW. 

M.  Thackeray. 

65  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Spoopendyke. 
76*Shane  Fadh's  Wedding.    By 

William  Carleton. 

77*Larry     M'Farland's    Wake. 

By  the  Same. 

78*Party    Fight  and    Funeral. 

By  the  Same. 

79*The    Midnight    Mass.      By 

the  Same. 

8o*Phil  Purcel,the  Pig-driver. 

By  the  Same. 

81  *An  I  rish  Oath.     By  the  Same. 
82*Going    to    Maynooth.      By 

the  Same. 

83*PhelimO'Toole'sCourtship. 

By  the  Same. 

84*Dominick,the  PoorSchoiar- 

By  the  Same. 

8s*Neal  Malone.    By  the  Same. 

86  X.  Y.   Z.     A  Detective  Story. 

By  A.  K.  Green. 

87  The  Secret  Police.  By  John 

Lang. 
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POPULAR   SIXPENNY  BOOKS. 


Those  marked  (*)  also  to  be  had 

88*From  Log  Cabin  to  White 

House:    The  Life   of  Garfield. 
Illustrated. 

$9*Life  of  General  Gordon. 

Illustrated. 

90  Boomerang    Shots.      By 

Bill  Nye.     Illustrated. 

91  Hits  and    Skits.    By  the 

Same.     Illustrated. 

92  A     Legend     of    Polecat 

Hollow.    Tobe  Hodge.    Illust. 

93  The   Innocents  Abroad. 

By  Mark  Twain. 

94  The  Heathen  Chinee.  By 

Bret  Harte. 

95  The    Bowsham    Puzzle. 

By  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies." 

96  Artemus  Ward's  Letters 

to  Punch. 

97  The  Sword  of  Damocles. 

By  the  Author  of  "The   Lea- 
venworth Case. 

98  A    Strange     Disappear- 

ance.   Ditto. 

99  Hand  and  Ring.     Ditto. 

100  The  Jumping   Frog.    By 

Mark  Twain. 

101  The  Leavenworth  Case. 

By  A.  K.  Green. 

102  Shadowed  by  Three.   By 

L.  L.  Lynch. 

104  The    Pagan    Child.      By 

Bret  Harte. 

105  Bessie's  Six  Lovers.     By 

T.  B.  Aldrich. 

106  Eye  Openers.     By  Mark 

Twain. 

107  Sensation    Novels.      By 

Bket  Harte. 

108  Martyrs    by    Proxy.     By 

James  Greenwood. 

109  A  Queer  Showman.     Do. 
no  The JournalofaWoman. 

By  Octave  Feuillet. 

in  Connubial  Bliss.  By  A.  A. 

DOWTY. 

112  Captain  Macdonald.    By 

John  Lang. 


in  neat  cloth  binding,  price  Is. 

13  That  Girl  of  Mine. 

14  Poor    Papa.      By    Mary 

Porter. 

15  Hans    Breitmann's    Bal- 
lads. 

16  Hood's  Wit  and  Humour. 

17  Hood's  Whims.     Illust. 

18  Hood's  Oddities.     Illust. 

19  Artemus  Ward:  His  Book. 

20  Life  at  the  Gold  Mines. 

21  Warncliffe,     the      Wan- 
derer. 

22AGold     Hunter's     Adven- 
tures. 

23  The  Household  Skeleton. 

By  G.  L.  Aiken. 

24  Adventures    of    a    Mid- 
shipman. 

25  The  Brave  Old  Salt. 

26  The  Light  Dragoon. 

27  The      Gambler's      Last 

Pledge.     By  H.  Hazleton. 

28  The  Bad  Boy's  Start  in 

Life. 

29  Sandy     Bar.      By    Bret 

Harte. 

30  Cudjo's   Cave.    By  J.  T. 

Trowbridge. 

31  The  Three  Scouts.  Ditto. 

32  Mark     Twain's      Night- 
mare, &c.     Illustrated. 

33  Diary  of  a  late  Physician. 

By  Samuel  Warren.    Part  I. 
34 Part  II. 

35  TenNightsinaBar-room. 

By  T.  S.  Arthur. 

36  Thompson's       Prodigal, 

&c.  By  Bret  Harte  and  others. 

37  Theo.     By  Mrs.  Burnett. 

39  The   Gent.      By  Albert 

Smith. 

40  The  Flirt.  Ditto. 

41  Evening  Parties.     Ditto. 
43  A  Dead  Town.     Illust. 

144  Uncle  Oldenthorpe's  Le- 

gacy.    Illustrated. 

145  Screamers.       By    Mark 

Twain. 
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NOVELS   by  the  BEST  AUTHORS. 

LIBRARY    EDITIONS. 

In  Cloth,  Balf-Calf,  and  Half-Morocco. 

^___^^:^_  Price 

s.  d. 

30  vols.,  cloth    77  0 

half-bound    15  0 


Anthony  Trollope. 


Charles  Lever. 


28  vols. ,  cloth    72  6 
half-bound  145  0 


G.  J.  Whyte-Melville, 


ig  vols.,  cloth 
half-bound 


47  6 
95  0 


Henry  Kingsley. 


14  vols.,  cloth     35  0 
half-bound     70  0 


Jane  Austen. 


5  vols.,  cloth     12  6 
half-bound    25  0 


Hawiey  Smart. 


15  vols.,  cloth     37  6 
half-bound    75  0 


Mrs.  Oiiphant. 


14  vols.,  cloth    35  0 
half-bound    70  0 


Harrison  Ainsworth. 


10  vols.,  cloth    25  0 
half-bound    50  0 


Annie  Thomas. 


15  vols.,  cloth    37  6 
half-bound    75  0 


Ivan  Turgenieff. 


5  vols,  cloth     12  6 
half-bound    25  0 


Victor  Hugo. 


5  vols. ,  cloth     12  6 
half-bound    25  0 


Max  Adeler. 


Mrs.  Marsh. 


5  vols.,  cloth 
half-bound 


12  6 
25  0 

4  vols.,  cloth     10  0 
half-bound     20  0 

27  6 
55  0 


E.  P.  Roe. 


11  vols.,  cloth 
half-bound 


Miss  E.  Marlitt. 


Bret  Harte. 


4  vols. ,  cloth 
half-bound 


(Continued  on  next  page.) 


4  vols.,  cloth 
half-bound 


10  0 
20  0 

10  0 
20  0 
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NOVELS  by  the  BEST  AUTHORS. 

LIBRARY     EDITIONS. 

In,  Cloth,  Half-Calf,  and  Half-Morocco. 


(Continued  from  preceding  page.)  s  "^ 

Mrs.  E.  F.  Trollope.  **£*  t  • 


T.  A.  Trollope. 


4  vols.,  cloth     10     0 
half-bound     20     0 


C.  C.  Clarke. 


8  vols.,  cloth    20    0 
half-bound    40    0 


Amelia  B.  Edwards. 


4  vols.,  cloth    10     0 
half-bound     20     0 


Geraldine  Jewsbury. 


4  vols.,  cloth    10    0 
half-bound     20    0 


M.  Betham  Edwards. 


4  vols.,  cloth     10     0 
half-bound     20     0 


M.  W.  Savage. 


5  vols.,  cloth     12    6 
half-bound    25    0 


Captain  Armstrong. 


8  vols.,  cloth     20     0 
half-bound     40     0 


Katharine  King. 


4  vols.,  cloth     10    0 
half-bound     20     0 


Rosa  M.  Kettle. 


9  vols.,  cloth     22     6 
half-bound     45     0 


Erckmann-Chatrian. 


8  vols.,  cloth    20    C 
half-bound    40    0 


Author  of  "Olive  Varcoe."  4ltu^  11  0° 

11  P.QQtp  "  7  vols.,  cloth     17     6 
ij                       UdOlO.  half-bound     35     0 


„  "Woman's  Devotion.'" £&££  »  « 

6  vols.,  cloth     15     0 
half-bound     30     0 


"Mrs.  Grey. 


Catharine  Sinclair. 


5  vols.,  cloth     12     6 
half-bound     25     0 
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VALUABLE  FAMILY  MEDICINE, 

ESTABLISHED    1835. 

TATTT  1J\  y  13  rTT\f\  TVT'O  Are  one  of  those  rare  Medicines  which,  for 
VV   XX.  EJ  Ld  Jl        X.    \J  X7i    O  &eir extraordinary properties \have  gained  an 

"'"""'UNIVERSAL  REPUTATION. 

During  a  period  of  Fifty  Years 
they  have  been  used  most  extensively 
as  a  Family  Medicine.    Thousands 
lf>  have  found  them  a    simple  and   safe 
__._..  .  J^D.       _  .  .    .  remedy,  and  one  needful  to  be  kept 

STOMACH       PILLS,    always  at  hand. 

These  Pills  are  purely  Vegetable,  being  entirely  free  from  Mercury  or  any 
other  Mineral,  and  those  who  may  not  hitherto  have  proved  their  efficacy  will 
do  well  to  give  them  a  trial. 

Recommended  for  Disorders  of  the  Head,  Chest,  Bowels,  Liver,  and 
Kidneys  ;  also  in  Rheumatism,  Ulcers,  Sores,  and  all  Skin  Diseases — 
these  Pills  being  A  Direct  Purifier  of  the  Blood. 

Numbers  are  constantly  bearing  testimony  to  their  great  value,  as  may  be 
seen  from  the  Testimonials  published  from  time  to  time.  By  the  timely  use  of 
such  a  remedy,  many  of  the  seriously  afflicting  disorders  which  result  from 
proper  means  being  neglected  might  be  avoided,  and  much  suffering  saved,  for 
"PREVENTION  IS  BETTER  THAN  CURE." 
In  Boxes, price  7fd.,  is.  ijd.  and  2s.  9d.,  by  G.  WHELPTON  &  SON, 
3,  Crane  Court,  Fleet  Street,  London,  and  sent  free  to  any  part  of  the 
United  Kingdom  on  receipt  of  8-,  14,  or  33  stamps.  Sold  by  all  Chemists,  at 
home  and  abroad. 

"  NEWTON'S 

QUININE,  RHUBARB,  DANDELION, 

'  AND  '  ' 

PODOPHYLLIN    PILLS. 

By  a  peculiar  process  of  extraction  and  condensation,  the  active  properties  of  these 
valuable  Medicines  have  been  carefully  combined  in  the  form  of  Pills,  in  which  will  be  found 
a  certain  remedy  for  Indigestion,  all  Stomach  Complaints,  Sluggish  Liver,  Constipation  of 
the  Bowels,  Headache,  Giddiness,  Loss  of  Appetite,  Pains  in  the  Chest,  Fulness  after  Eating, 
Depression  of  Spirits,  Disturbed  Sleep,  and,  as  a  renovator  to  the  Nervous  System,  invaluable. 
Sold  in  Boxes,  with  Directions,  at  1/1  fr  and  2/9;  or  sent  post  free  for  IS  or  36  stamps. 

NEWTON'S 

CELEBRATED   BALM  OF  LICORICE, 

COLTSFOOT,  HONEY,  &  HOREHOUND, 

Will  be  found  the  most  speedy  and  certainj  remedy  ever  discovered  for  all  disorders  of  the 
Chest  and  Lungs.  In  Coughs,  Colds,  Influenza,  Bronchitis  and  Difficult  Breathing,  Pains  in 
the  Chest,  Spitting  of  Blood,  Hoarseness,  &c. ,  it  gives  instant  relief,  and,  when  properly 
persevered  with,  never  fails  to  effect  a  rapid  and  lasting  cure. 

A  dose  swallowed  slowly  at  bed  time  will  prevent  Night  Cough  in  Consumptive  and  other 
cases.     For  Children  Invaluable.     No  Mother  should  be  without  it, 

Sold  in  Bottles^  1/lj  and  2/9      Post  free,  15  or  36  stamps. 

THE   ABOVE    PREPARED    SOLELY    BY 

J.    W.    NEWTON,   Family  Chemist,  SALISBURY. 

B&  Ask  your  Chemist  to  obtain  the  above  if  not  in  Stock. 

BARCLAY  &>  SONS  are  the  LONDON  AGENTS. 


RELIEF   FROM    COUGH    IN    IP    MINUTES, 

HAYMAN'S  BALSAM  OF  HOREHOUND 

This  most  certain  and  speedy  remedy  for  Coughs,  Colds,  Hoarseness,  and  all  disorders  of 
the  Chest  and  Lungs.  It  has  proved  itself  the  most  successful  preparation  ever  offered.  The 
sale  is  increasing  daily.  In  the  Nursery  it  is  invaluable,  as  children  are  fond  of  it.  Imme- 
diately it  is  taken  coughing  ceases,  restlessness  is  gone,  and  refreshing  sleep  ensues. 

IT  HAS  A  MOST   PLEASANT  TASTE. 

PREPARED    ONLY     BY 

A.    HAYMAN,    Chemist,    NEATH, 

And  Sold  by  all  Chemists  in  London  and  throughout  the  Kingdom. 

Price  Is.   ljd„   2s.   9d.,  and  4s.   6d    per   Bottle. 

LADIES    ALL     USE 

PERRYS  STANDARD  POLISH 

FOR    BOOTS    AND    SHOES. 

RETAIL    OF  ALL  BOOTMAKERS. 


Wholesale— 1,  Worship  Street,  London,  EX. 
DEARDEN'S  VALANCE,  &c,  SUSPENDERS 

FOR  IRON  BEDSTEADS. 


No  pinning,  sewing,  or  tying  on,  and  no  Breakages 
of  Wooden  Laths. 

Valances  of  either  Iron  or  Wooden  Bedsteads 
put  on  or  removed  instantly  without  disturbing  the 
Bedding. 

Set,  2s.  9d. 

Of  Upholsttrtrs,  Irtnmongers^c^or  Whohsaltof 

M.  A.  DEARDEN,  Doncaster;  or  Messrs.  PITMAN,  SON  &  CO., 
Well  Street,  Falcon  Square,  London,  EC. 


KEATING  S 


■,.\i..::>.<tit;:5Z7. 


iiiii^va 


FLEAS 
MOTHS 
B  E  ETLES .. 


".vtUV.V^.rt:'.Vt*...;:'.v.;-..:^.-.:..-.-.->.v.v.v.-.-.v..i 

Sold  in  Tins  6SI/-&2/6 


KEATING'S 
LOZENGES. 

THE  BEST  COUGH  REMEDY 
EVER  MADE. 

Sold   everywhere  in    Tins 

1111  ennh 


AWONDERFDL  MEDICINE 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 

Ate  admitted  by  thousands  to  be  worth  a  Guinea 
a  Box  for  bilious  and  nervous  disorders,  such 
as  wind  and  pain  in  the  stomach,  sick  head- 
ache, giddiness,  fulness  and  swelling  after  meals, 
dizziness  and  drowsiness,  cold  chills,  flushings 
of  heat,  loss  of  appetite,  shortness  of  breath, 
costiveness,  scurvy,  blotches  on  the  skin,  dis- 
turbed sleep,  frightful  dreams,  and  all  nervous 
and  trembling  sensations,  etc.  The  first  dose  will 
give  relief  in  twenty  minutes.  This  is  no  fiction, 
for  they  have  done  it  in  thousands  of  cases.  Every 
sufferer  is  earnestly  invited  to  try  one  box  of  these 
Pills,  and  they  will  be  acknowledged  to  be 

WORTH  A  GUINEA  A  BOX. 

For  females  of  all  ages  these  Pills  are  invaluable,  as  a  few  doses  of  them 
carry  off  all  gross  humours,  open  all  obstructions,  and  bring  about  all  that  is 
required.  No  female  should  be  without  them.  There  is  no  medicine  to  be 
found  to  equal  BEECHAM'S  PILLS  for  removing  any  obstruction  or  irregu- 
larity of  the  system.  If  taken  according  to  the  directions  given  with  each  box, 
they  will  soon  restore  females  of  all  ages  to  sound  and  robust  health. 

For  a  weak  stomach,  impaired  digestion,  and  all  disorders  of  the  liver, 
they  act  like  "  MAGIC,"  and  a  few  doses  will  be  found  to  work  wonders  upon 
the  most  important  organs  of  the  human  machine.  They  strengthen  the  whole 
muscular  system,  restore  the  long-lost  complexion,  bring  back  the  keen  edge  of 
appetite,  and  arouse  into  action,  with  the  ROSEBUD  of  health,  the  whole 
physical  energy  of  the  human  frame.  These  are  "  FACTS  "  admitted  by 
thousands  embracing  all  classes  of  society  ;  and  one  of  the  best  guarantees  to 
the  nervous  and  debilited  is,  Beecham's  Pills  have  the  largest  sale  of  any  patent 
medicine  in  the  world. 

Prepared  only  and  sold  wholesale  and  retail  by  the  proprietor,  T.  Beecham, 
Chemist,  St.  Helens,  Lancashire,  in  boxes  at  is.  ijd.  and  2s.  9d.  each.  Sold 
by  all  Druggists  and  Patent  Medicine  Dealers  in  the  Kingdom. 

N.B. — Full  directions  are  given  with  each  box. 
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GOLD  MEDALS:  PARIS,  1878;  CALCUTTA,  1884.  "| 

Fry's  Cocoa  i 
Extract! 

Guaranteed   Pure  Cocoa  only,  deprived    X 
of  the  superfluous  oil.  © 

"Strictly  pare,  easily  assimilated." —  ^ 

W-  W-   Stoddakt,  F.I.C.,  F.G.S.,  City  and  County  Analyst,  Bristol.     © 

"  Pure  Cocoa,  a  portion  of  oil  extracted." —  X 

Charlks  A.  Cameron,  M.D.,  F.E.C.S.I.,  Analyst  for  Dublin.     W 


FRY'S  CARACAS  COCOA 


m 

X     Prepared  with   the   celebrated    Cocoa    of    Caracas    combined   with 


a 


NINETEEN  PRIZE  MEDALS  AWARDED  TO  J.  S.  FRY  &  SONS. 


l! 


I 
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yj  other    choice    descriptions. 

m       "A  most  delicious   and   valuable  article."— Standard.        W 


